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FOOTBALL NEXT DOOR 


When the football from next door rolls down the hallway 
causing me to almost trip after a long day of work | decide 
I’ve had enough. 


But when I knock on my next-door neighbor's door and a 
sexy older man answers this younger woman is suddenly 
tripping over my own words. 


It’s the star quarterback of the best football team in the 
country. 


| hand him his football back and he hands me ticket to see 
his next game on Sunday, but all I’m thinking about is 
something else we could be doing six ways to Sunday 


It’s the first time I’ve ever been to a football game and 
the first time in history a football player ever does what 
he does... leading me to think I think it might be the first 
time for something else. 


But when this fabulous football player suddenly gets 
traded will he trade me in for a new girl in the next city or 
will | go from being his next-door neighbor to making a 
home with him...together forever? 


*Football Next Door is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Thea 


The elevator dings and | count to three. 
| need to count because | can’t see anything in front of me. 


I’ve got a dozen two inch thick spiral ring binders stacked in 
my arms that | need to get to my apartment. 


Ahhhh. The joys of not having a car. | had to tip the Uber 
driver extra to stack them in my arms on the sidewalk before 
| entered the building. Then I had to wait for another tenant 
to arrive to open the door, and another tenant to press the 
elevator button for me. Of course nobody had time to say 
maybe...take a few of the binders and quickly help me up to 
my apartment. 


Gentleman... where have they all disappeared to? 


| take a step out of the elevator and walk straight, my face 
completely sideways as | read the numbers on each door 
knowing I’m getting closer to mine. But of course I’m facing 
the opposite way so when | see the even number one higher 
than mine I start to do some sort of side step towards where 
my door should be. It looks like something you do when you 
put those weird rubber band things around you legs and 
then take side steps. They're all the rage in LA, not that | 
would know much about them. I’ve been chained to my 
desk since | got to town. 


| take a step sideways before bringing my far foot even with 
the foot closer to my door. | have to move slowly so my 
binders, which resemble more of a Jenga game at this point, 
don’t go flying everywhere. 


| take another step and bring my other foot level. Almost 
there. 


| take one more step, but this time when | go to plant my 
foot | immediately know I’m not standing on solid ground. | 
feel my leg wobble and my knee buckle and my hands raise 
up sending my binders towards the ceiling as my butt makes 
a beeline for the floor. 


Just when I’m expecting to slam my tailbone into the cold 
tiles my butt hits that damn wobbly thing again and | 
bounce before landing just next to it. 


Well, at least it cushioned my fall. 


But it didn’t cushion my head as I wish | had a helmet on 
when those spiral binders come down right on top of my 
noggin. 


“Ouch!” | yell. “Damn, that hurt,” | say as | rub my head and 
look at the mess I’ve made in the hallway. | look to my side 
and see a football. 

A football? 

You've got to be kidding me. 


These apartments are supposed to be for single tenants 
only. Who moved in and brought their kid with them? 


| look at the door next to mine and see that it’s cracked a 
tiny bit. 


“Catch it! Now run! Run! Run!” 


The voice is deep and sounds like warm caramel and | have 
to admit that even though I’m super angry right now the 
jerk who did this does have a nice, deep, masculine voice. 
The kind of voice of a guy who might have actually helped 
me bring these binders up. A real man. 


| look back at the football. Or more likely a man-child. 
Another of the kind that never grows up. | enjoy going to 
sporting events with friends and | played soccer as a girl, 
but there’s a certain point in life when | learned not to leave 
my toys and balls lying around where people could trip over 
them. | think | was about five. 


And the more I think about it the angrier | get. 
| grab the football and stand up. I’m thankful | didn’t sprain 
an ankle or get hurt, but this guy sure isn’t going to be 


thankful when I light into him. 


I’ve had it with all these immature, irresponsible guys and 
he’s going to get the brunt of my wrath. 


| knock hard on the door three times and square my 
shoulders and bend my knees. Then | throw my shoulder 
back a bit, clear my throat, and take a big breath. 


| don’t care how big this guy is. He’s getting it anyways 
even if...oh... my...god... it’s... 


“Hey there,” he says. “I see you found my football.” 


Oh my word | found a whole lot more than that and do I ever 
like what | see. It’s Brady Braxton, star quarterback for the 
Los Angeles Leopards. What he’s doing in my apartment 
building | have no idea. He’s got enough money to buy the 
building at this point, but apparently he lives here? 


And by lives | mean answers the door with a towel barely 
wrapped around his waist and no shirt. 


| bite my bottom lip and feel the blood rush to my face. 


“Or if you want to keep it it’s no problem. Finders keepers, 
right,” he says. 


How long was | just staring? It felt like a second but when 
my mind comes back to the present | realize it must have 
been like twenty or thirty seconds of me with my jaw on the 
floor Time to pick it up and respond before | start drooling. 
Last thing | need is to trip a second time, especially on my 
own slobber, but wow is he ever mouth wateringly hot! 


“This is your football?” 

“Yeah, | was looking for it everywhere,” he says as he flashes 
measmirk. “Everywhere except where it must have been. 
Where was it? Parking garage?” 

“Uh no, it was just here in the hallway off to the side.” 

“Ah. It must have slipped out of my duffel bag when | came 
in the door. | have to be more careful, somebody could trip 


and fall over it.” 


“Yeah,” | say. Dol tell him the truth, or?... “Yeah, luckily no- 
one did.” 


He looks at the binders strewn all over the hallway floor and 
then back at me. His eyes drift down my arm to the 
football. “Wait a second. You didn’t..?” 


| squint out of one eye as my shoulders round up and 
forward. 


“I'm really sorry,” he says. “Are you okay?’ 
“Yeah, I’m fine. Really. It’s nothing.” 


“| was just about to take an ice bath. You're welcome to 
jump in there first. You can just throw on a pair of shorts and 
stick your legs in there up to your calves, just in case. That 
way they won't swell or anything.” 


“| didn’t sprain anything or anything like that. I’m totally 
fine.” 


“Are you sure? It’s just right there,” he says turning to point 
back inside his apartment. And when he does it gives me 
the perfect opportunity to turn my attention to that body of 
his. 


Good grief As his trunk turns | get a straight on view of his 
abdominals. What is it that people go for? A six-pack? He’s 
got like...a twelve-pack. Two six-packs! There are even 
muscles on the sides of his abs and his back. He’s got 
“babs!” Back abs. 


And | look up at that big, circular shoulder muscle that’ just 
below his thick neck. 


And his chest. | have the perfect profile shot and | can see 
his pectoral muscles rippling and | just want to run my 


hands all over them... preferably while they’re covered in 
Hershey’s chocolate sauce. The whole bottle. 


My eyes quickly move down to his legs and | see a couple of 
bruises on his calves and his ankle and they look huge. 


“Oh that,” he says. “That’s what happens when a three 
hundred and fifty pound guy who’s six foot eight and runs a 
sub four and a half second forty yard dash catches you from 
your blind side. And by catches | mean hits you like a Mack 
truck.” 


Oh my god, did he catch me checking him out? At least | 
was just looking at his ankle. 


“And that explains why | have a tub. | practically live in that 
thing.” 


“A tub?” 
“Yeah, for taking ice baths.” 
“You... sit in a tub completely full of ice?” 


“Yep, that one right there,” he says pointing to it again and 
the idea of cooling myself off after checking him out 
suddenly seems like a real possibility And not to mention it 
would let me take a look at the inside of his apartment. It 
must be incredible. 


But what’s really incredible and also looks like it needs 
cooling off is him! His towel is poking outwards completely 
horizontal in the groin area and whoa...!| can see where he 
hangs that towel when it’s not in use. 


His rod is long and thick and rock hard. And I can decipher 
all of that just from what’s underneath a towel. I’m already 
imagining seeing it in the flesh, or better yet watching it go 
in and out of me. 


He starts to turn and | turn my eyes back to his. 
“No, I’m fine. Really. | just wanted to return your ball.” 


“Thank you. Usually when | lose these things they wind up 
on eBay.” 


“On eBay?” | say, realizing that being a celebrity isn’t all it’s 
cracked up to be. People trying to get sentimental things 
from you just to make a quick buck. 


“Never mind. It’s not important. You’re not like that 
anyways. But wait...do you have one second?” 


For him I’ve got all the time in the world. “Yeah. Sure.” 

“I'll be right back,” he says and darts inside his apartment. 

| try not to be too nosey, but | look inside and see he’s got 
floor to wall windows and a view of the Hollywood sign. 

Wow! 

My unit is way cheaper and there’s a view of another 
building right in front of me. | feel like I’m stuck in one of 
those old soviet housing blocks, but at least it keeps the rent 
way down. 


But wait? How does he have a view of the Hollywood sign? 


| look down the hallway and suddenly realize there are no 
more doors on our side after his. He has the last unit on our 


side, while the other side continues along as normal with 
unit after unit. So he must have the equivalent of about... | 
count quickly...ten to twenty of my apartments. Talk about 
opulence. 


The elevators are back at the beginning of the hallway and 
when I reach my apartment | always just go inside. I’ve 
never had a reason to look at the door one past mine where 
he lives, nor would | ever continue farther down the hall to 
realize the last apartment on our side was his. | just figured 
there was a bunch more down that way, as there are on the 
other side of the hallway, but now | know they’re not. 
Unbelievable. 


“Here ya go,” he says. “Just a little something to say sorry 
and thank you...if you’re free.” 


“Thanks,” | say, opening up the envelope that has the 
Leopard’s logo on the front. 


“| really hope to see you there...| mean | really hope you can 
make it,” he says. 


Inside the envelope is one ticket to the game a week from 
today. 


“Sorry there’s not two so unfortunately you won't be able to 
bring somebody. But | promise you'll have a great time and 
l'Il let them know you’re coming. Everything is comped. 
You'll love it...?” 


“Thea,” | say. 


“Brady,” he says, as if | don’t already know his name. How 
cute and unassuming. | like him...a lot. 


“Thank you, Brady. This is the nicest gift someone’s given 
me in along time.” 


“My pleasure. I’m really glad you like it and | look forward to 
seeing you there,” he says, this time not correcting himself 


“See you,” | say and give him a little wave, before bringing 
my hand back down to waist level. 


I turn. “Oh, which apartment are you in?” 
“This one. Right next door,” | say. 
“Is it open?” 


“I'll open it now,” | say moving quickly to the door and 
sticking my key in. 


Wait! What in the world am I doing? This is some huge guy 
who could easily overpower me and he’s practically naked 
already! I’ve heard plenty of stories about aggressive 
athletes and unfortunately that includes them being 
sexually aggressive. | quickly turn with a nervous 
expression on my face. 


“Oh, sorry. Didn’t mean to startle you,” he says. He’s 
standing there with all twelve of my binders like they’re 
absolutely nothing to him. He doesn’t even have them 
stacked. Half are under each of his arms. 


Which means there’s nothing in-between me and a quick 
tug of that towel to give me a view of absolute perfection... 
of the perfect male specimen. 


What’s gotten into me? 


“Thank you. You’re such a gentleman.” 


“Not really If | was a gentleman | wouldn’t have tripped you 
in the hall. It was accidental by the way. | promise.” 


“It’s just me being my clumsy self as always,” | say as he 
places my binders on the couch just inside my tiny studio 
apartment. 


Houston we do not have a problem. We have touch down in 
my apartment. The star quarterback is in my apartment, in 
a towel, being a gentleman. Because of course gentleman 
always walk around in their towels with their muscles out so 
ladies can gawk and gander at them. 


“You're not clumsy at all,” he says. But how could he know 
that? 


And why did he make it a point to say he didn’t trip me on 
purpose? 


Is he covering up the fact that he left that football there on 
purpose so I’d stumble upon it, either literally or figuratively, 
and bring it back to him? 

His door was open and he was making noise. 

No, it’s just my mind playing tricks on me... like how | want 
to play a trick on him right now and grab that towel right off 
his beautiful backside. 

“Thanks,” | say. 

“Thank you. See you Sunday,” he says. 


“See you Sunday.” 


| watch as he walks out of my apartment and wait until | 
hear his door shut, feeling the void. It’s like the sound of 
that door shutting is the sound of whatever we had between 
us just then closing as well. 

Was there something between us, or was | just imagining it? 


Either way I’ve got some imagining to do right now in my 
very own tub. 


But | don’t have a tub, but | do have a shower and a fancy 
showerhead. 


But what I really want is the real thing. 


Him. 


CHAPTER 2 


Brady 


Damn, my property manager never told me he signed the 
most beautiful girl in the world as a tenant. 


No wonder. He probably wants to try and woo her himself 
Not. A. Chance. 


That girl is mine all mine 


She is so damn beautiful | felt like | needed to explain | 
really didn’t leave that ball out there on purpose. No way 
she believes me though. It probably looks like a juvenile 
trick, but no way would | ever do anything like that... 
especially something that could potentially hurt her. 


But the only thing hurting right now is between my legs. 
I’ve got the worst case of blue balls ever, so bad I don’t even 
feel the pain in my legs and ankles anymore and they’re 
completely black and blue from taking some big hits from 
those massive defensive linebackers. Damn those are some 
big boys and damn can they hit. 


But luckily I’m a big boy myself and after | soak in this ice 
bath for about twenty minutes I'll be on my way to being 
recovered by about Tuesday. 


But | still haven’t recovered from that brief encounter with 
her. 


Damn! | drop my towel and slide into the ice water. | just 
dump a load of ice bags | keep in a big deep freezer into my 
special soaking tub and then after about twenty minutes 
just enough has melted where it’s still mostly ice with just 
enough water that the cubes don’t stick to your skin. 


And I’ve done this literally hundreds of times in my career if 
not a thousand or more. But this time something is 
different. Much, much different. 

I’ve got a full on rock hard erection! 

Is that even humanly possible? 

| wouldn't have believe it if you would have told me fifteen 
minutes ago but that was before her Now I don’t even know 


what’s more swollen... my ankle or my groin. 


I’ve never been so hard in my life. This is beyond primal. 
This is next level obsession. 


| want to go back over there right now and tell her exactly 
how | feel, but if | did | would scare the hell out of her and 
blow my chance at something with her in the process. 

And | don’t want something with her...| want everything. 

As in the house with the white picket fence, the dog, and the 
two point five kids. Actually that’s not even close to 
enough. How about eleven kids? Our own football team. 
That’s much more like it. 


And the timing couldn’t be better. 


I’m thirty-two years old and she’s what? Like twenty-two? 


It’s hard to tell because she looks so young, but she acts so 
mature. I’m going to go with my gut and say about twenty- 
two. That would make sense if those binders were full of 
work stuff and she was working on a Sunday. 


Which means she might be working next Sunday too. That’s 
not happening. | need to talk to her boss if she’s scheduled 
to work then. Nobody should be working on that day, if 
that’s what she’s doing. Nobody but professional football 
players that is and it’s hard to call what we do work, even 
though we work our asses off. 


But we're big men being paid big money to pay a kid’s 
game. Nothing better on planet earth. 


At least that’s how | used to think until | laid eyes on her. 


Now | know that’s not nearly the truth, and the perfect 
lifestyle | had isn’t nearly enough. 


What good is all the money and all the VIP treatment if 
there’s no one to share it with? No one to build something 
with? A life together and a family. 


| rearrange myself in the ice bath but I’m still hard as a rock. 


| still don’t know how that’s possible and how I’m having a 
reaction like this to her | mean isn’t love at first sight some 
sort of myth something they put in those romance books 
and movies with those two women? What are their names? 
J-Lo and Sandra Bullock? Or is it Meg Ryan? 


I’ve met them all at one time or another This is LA. after all 
and all those movie star types are out here at least part of 
the year if not all. 


But those kinds of girls never did it for me. Cheerleaders, 
Playboy bunnies, trust fund girls... all those girls who live 
that fast lifestyle of fame and attention are definitely not for 
me. 


| need a girl who’s got a head on her shoulders, and it sure 
doesn’t hurt that that beautiful head of hers rests atop a 
swan like neck and the most feminine collarbone ever. 


Damn, | wish she was wearing something more revealing... 
but only for me. 


| don’t want anyone else even looking at her. 
Because she’s mine now, whether she knows it or not. 


This Sunday I’m going to play extra hard for her and do 
something special. | have no idea what it is yet, but | know 
with her there in the suite watching me I’m going to be so 
pumped full of energy the coaches will probably have to 
calm me down. 


| bet my first few throws will just sail long because I’m so 
excited. I’m going to overthrow the ball for sure, but | 
won't. l'Il stay focused and what I’m focused on is her 


And | want to give her the best show of her life. 


And when | get interviewed after the game I’m going to 
dedicate it to her. 


What in the hell am I thinking? I can’t do that. My publicist 
will flip. My endorsement deals will get cancelled. l'II look 
like a love struck puppy. 


But you know what? | don’t care. 


I’ve been in this league long enough and l'Il do whatever | 
want. 


And what I want is her Scratch that What I need is her 


And she willbe mine 


CHAPTER 3 


Thea 


“What do you know about, Brady Braxton?” | ask my 
brother | called him the second | shut my door. 


He’s still back in our hometown and | know he passes the 
time by watching a /ot of International Football League 
games. 


“The quarterback of the LA. Leopards?” he asks. 
“Yeah, | think so,” | say pretending to play dumb. 


“Well, he’s the best player in the league...by far And he 
gets a lot of endorsement deals because the girls think he’s 
the hottest thing this side of molten lava and of course he’s 
my favorite player...as you know, right?” 


“Right,” I say. “I got you his jersey right?” 


“Well, technically | took a picture of it, put it on layaway so 
you wouldn’t get me the wrong player, which would have 
been a disaster, and then you went in a got it for my 
birthday. But it sounds like you didn’t even know he was 
then, and it sounds about the same now.” He pauses. “Wait 
a second. You're in LA. now He’sinLA. Are you asking me 
this because... no?” 


“I..was just curious, that’s all.” 


“What does he look like? Was he cool? Oh my god! Did you 
get a picture with him? | can Photoshop your head out and 
put mine in there and show all my friends.” 


“You want your head on a woman’s body?” 
“I'll crop it. Oh my god, you did meet him!” 


“| didn’t say that. | got a ticket for the game next Sunday 
and | wanted to be prepared. | need to, you know, know 
some stuff about football so | can sound smart around... 
clients.” 


“Wow, you get to go to the game? Can! come?” 
“I only got one ticket, unfortunately.” 
“Oh,” my brother says. 


On the one hand nothing would make me happier than to 
give this ticket to my brother He’s a huge fan of Brady’s 
and it would mean so, so much to him. And I would totally 
give it to him... 


Except that now I’m a huge fan of Brady’s too. As in hard 
core. As in my nipples were so hard they were poking 
through my shirt. | look down. Correction. They are still 
poking through my shirt. Good grief Did he see that? 


| don’t think so. He was just so focused on my eyes. He was 
a great listener and really cool, down to earth guy. When | 
asked myself where all the gentlemen were these days 
somebody must have heard me and sent one my way 

a. S. a. p. 


| make the symbol of a cross on my chest and clasp my 
hands and look upward. “Thank you, Jesus!” 


“What?” 
“Julius! Thank you, Julius for all your help.” 


“What help? I haven't even given you his statistics yet. | 
have them all memorized. For instance last year his passing 
completion percentage was sixty-nine point two three 
percent.” 


“Okay, got ya human computer. l'Il Google it. Really | just 
called to say hi.” Actually | wanted to share my excitement 
with someone but then realized if | told my little brother, 
Julius, he’d be out here immediately. He’d happily sleep on 
the hallway floor and survive on boxes of Pop Tarts in order 
to save money, just to have a shot at seeing Brady. 


And that’s not going to help my chances at all 


If something does happen between us then for sure l'Il save 
up and bring him out. 


What am | talking about? Look at me. If something 
happens? 


Yeah, right. That’s how Hollywood works, right? You just 
move out here and strike it big. But since I’m an ad agency 
associate, and the lowest level one at that, that just means | 
come out here and meet the hunky star quarterback of the 
professional football team and we ride off into the sunset, 
right? Or since it’s California we kiss in waist high water at 
sunset since the sun sets over the ocean here. See how easy 
that is? I’ve already got the closing scene of the movie of 
my life all mapped out. Just play the credits over that image 


and it’s a wrap! Let’s not trouble ourselves with anything 
that actually happens in the middle or even pretending like 
my life is going to play out anything like a movie 


And if it did I’d be more likely to win a Razzie than an Oscar. 


And the Razzie for worst movie goes to... me! 
Congratulations on having such a boring life. 


“Sometimes Google is wrong, plus they might not have his 
statistics for today’s game ready yet.” 


“Today’s game?” 

“Yeah, | watched it earlier He was insane! One of the best 
games I’ve ever seen and really close but they won it at the 
end on an amazing play. The crowd was going wild.” 
“That’s funny, he seemed calm.” 

“You watched it too?” 


Oh no. I’m really going to blow it if | keep this up. 


“No, | just heard about it.” Yeah, from you about two 
seconds ago. 


“He’s know for being really calm under pressure. He’s a real 
cerebral player | just hope he’s not hurt to bad so he can 
play next week.” 


“He’s hurt?” Suddenly | get a burning sensation in the pit of 
my stomach. I’m worried for him. If he really is that calm, 
maybe he was understating the severity of those injuries on 
his legs. 


“Not sure. | think they have really good doctors so he'll 
probably be okay in a few days.” 


“That’s good,” | say. 

“You really seem interested in him a lot all of the sudden.” 
“Yeah, | have to be prepared for this weekend. You know 
how ad agency work is. Always looking for clients to pitch 


products for companies.” 


“Well, I'd buy anything he endorses. He’s got great 
character.” 


A thought hits me and I should hang up the phone, but like 
any good question | just have to know. 


“So...he’s a good guy?” 

“Yeah. The best.” 

“Is he known for...| don’t know... dating a lot of women?” 
“The press or paparazzi have never really been able to tie 
him to anyone. They don’t even have those pictures where 
one famous person walks out of a restaurant and then 
another one walks out like twenty seconds later...and then 
they leave in the same car or go the same direction or 
whatever. One online sports site tried to say he was gay a 
few years ago.” 

“Gay!” | knew he was too good to be true! 


“Yeah, but they had to recant their story.” 


a Why? ” 


“Because he’s not. He did a big interview with Sports 
Illustrated where he said he’s simply just looking for the 
one. Anice girl. They got a ton of letters sent in, but he 
didn’t find any girlfriends out of all of them.” 

“Really?” 


“Yeah, crazy right? | saw some of the pictures. They were 
hot! | would have gone out with just about any of them.” 


“You're also seventeen and horny as a puppy with two... 
never mind.” 


“Gross!” 

“Sorry.” 

“Speaking of which how’s your love life, sis?” 
“Okay, time to go.” 

“Come on?” 


“Nope. But one last question. How do you know so much 
about this guy?” 


“Brady?” 

“Yeah.” 

“He’s my favorite player It’s what guys my age who are into 
sports do. We memorize all their stats and game winning 


plays and best plays... stuff like that. And follow their social 
media of course.” 


“And you get all of that from those... sources?” 


“I'm kind of obsessed with him. You did get me his jersey for 
my birthday remember.” 


a Yea h” 


“It’s what I really wanted. Plus I really admire him for doing 
all of this after such a rough start to life.” 


“What happened?” 

| just can’t get enough info on this guy. He’s so interesting 
and fascinating and I had no idea my brother knew so much 
about him or cared like he does. 

“His parents died when he was young.” 

“What? That’s terrible.” 

“The worst. So as you can see he’s really hard not to like.” 
“That’s for sure.” 

“Are you sure you don’t have a crush on him?” 

“Come on. | didn’t even know who he was until a few 
minutes ago,” | say. Of course my brother thinks I’m 
referring to all the great intel he just shared on him, but 
what | really mean is that chance encounter in the hallway. 
He said he didn’t leave that football there on purpose, right? 
“Okay, just asking. But if you watch one of his games on TV 


you'll see what | mean. You should watch next Sunday, if 
he’s healthy enough to play.” 


“Yeah, l'Il try and work it into my schedule.” 


“You sound like an office drone already. Get out and get 
some sun. You're in California sis!” 


“I'll try Okay, give my love to mom and dad.” 
“Will do.” 


“And let me know if you think of anything more about 
Brady.” 


“Anything more? | barely told you anything.” 

“Anything that Google can’t tell me.” 

“I'll send you some stuff later” 

“Thanks.” 

“And send us another postcard! | want the one with the hot 
girls with oiled up buns laying on the towels that says ‘The 


Golden State.” 


“I'll send you one of a shark or some guy surfing or 
something.” 


“The girls one! Please.” 
“| don’t think they make that one anymore.” 
“Come on, sis.” 


“Bye,” | Say. 


Great so my brother wants a postcard of some girls’ butts. 
Isn’t that what most of Instagram is anyways? At least the 
stuff that guys look at. 


| grab my phone and open the browser, but I’m not headed 
to Instagram. No way. 


I’m going straight to my friend Google to get to work on 
learning everything | can about Brady. 


If even one percent of what my brother said was accurate, 
and | know my brother and he’s all about sports facts, then 
my next-door neighbor is the u/timate catch. 


Which means | need to figure out a way to entice him to 
catch me the next time | fall. 


But that may be too late because | am falling for him fast 


CHAPTER 4 


Brady 
Three days later 


I’ve been doing everything | can to “accidentally” bump into 
her in the hallway, but nothing’s working. 


I’m leaving my door open as often as! can. I’m getting up 
early to go to practice, as | always do. I’m staying late 
thinking if she was working Sunday she must be working 
late most weekdays too. 


But nothing. No sight of her anywhere. 
And | don’t like that one bit. 


If she’s got some boyfriend who’s taking her out at night 
then I’ve got to step in and show her what | have to offer. 


| play a professional sport with easily billions of dollars on 
the line. From the advertisements to the gambling that ebbs 
and flows depending on the bounce of the oblong ball, our 
sport is big bucks and it brings out the competitive nature in 
all of us. 


And | love to compete. 


And l'Il compete with any man who thinks he can have 
what’s mine. And not only will | compete, but l'Il win. 


Because she’s mine and there’s nothing stopping me from 
getting her Nothing, and no one, will stand in between us. 


| compete with younger guys all day long. They’re gunning 
for my spot, but no way am I giving it up. There are less 
than thirty starting quarterbacks in the entire International 
Football League, or the IFL as we call it. 

Our position is the most rare alpha position in sports. 


Baseball has way more pitchers. 


Hockey and soccer have way more goal scorers or forwards 
and strikers, depending on how you look at it. 


But there are less than thirty starting quarterbacks and less 
than five are elite. 


And I’ve worked harder than anyone to be the most elite of 
the elite. 


Every day | battle father time and all these young guys. 


And I'll battle anyone who thinks they can beat me when it 
comes to winning her heart and her hand. 


Yeah, | am that serious. 

I’ve had three whole days to come down from this high she 
gave me and it hasn’t happened. As a matter of fact | only 
feel more alive. Stronger Faster Ten years younger 


And it’s all because of her. 


And as much as I talk about how being a top tier athlete is 
about as likely as winning the lottery while getting struck by 


lightning... well, those odds are pretty good. 
When compared to her. 


A girl like her is not just once in a lifetime. She’s once in 
forever. 


And if | tried to tell my teammates the way I’m feeling they’d 
think for sure | got hit upside the helmet too hard in 
practice. 


Or even worse the doctors would have me checked for a 
concussion and have me sitting out this coming Sunday. 


No way that’s happening. 


One because | won't let it, but two | have her to thank for 
that as well. 


Sports science has been shifting to the mental aspects and 
advantages a lot these last five to ten years and I’m a firm 
believer in it. 


From visualization to positive thinking...I’m all in. 

And I can visualize a future with her One with a whole 
bunch of kids. And I’m absolutely positive my legs and 
ankles are healing as quickly as they are because my brain 
and my body know | have to be out on that field this 
weekend to impress her. 

| live for the moment and I’ve been in a lot of big ones. 


But this Sunday is the biggest one yet. 


“Looking better than you ever have out there, sport,” my 
coach says as he comes up from behind and pats me on the 
shoulder pads. 


“I’ve found a level | didn’t even know existed, coach.” 


“Son, please don’t tell me you’re fooling around with those 
performance enhancing drugs,” coach says quietly so only | 
can hear. “Your ball had so much zip on it out there today 
people are gonna be wondering what’s going on.” 


“Not a chance coach. Only drug | need in life is the right 
person in it.” 


“Well I’m glad to hear you’re clean, but please don’t tell me 
you've gone all in on this California stuff and hired one of 
these spiritual life coaches in a white linen robe to guide 
you.” 


“When did | ever need guidance, coach.” 

“Good point.” 

“| just go with my gut... with my instincts. And when I see 
something | want I’m all in and there’s no chance I’m not 
going to get it.” 

“Good! That’s the attitude. | really want to be wearing one 
of those championship rings this time next year And if you 
keep this up we all will be.” 


“Yeah, | want to be wearing a ring too.” 


The coach slaps me on the shoulder and takes off across the 
field to talk to some other players. 


But what he doesn’t understand is | wasn’t talking about a 
championship ring from the football field. I’m talking about 
a championship ring in the game of life. And this isn’t a 
game. | going to win her hand and become her husband, 
and make her my wife. 


And together we're going to make a life 
Or make that lives, as we build a beautiful family together. 


“Brady, you’re up!” the quarterbacks coach yells. “Let’s see 
some more of whatever that is that got into you this week.” 


Oh you’re gonna see it all right coach. Because now that 
she’s in my life things are never going to be the same. 


“Damn, Double B!” my receiver, DeAndre Decker says as he 
drops my pass. “You’re gonna break my hand with those 
rockets you’re launching.” 


“Hands touch the ball you should be catchin’ it,” the coach 
yells. 


I’ve certainly caught it. The feeling you know when you’ve 
found the one and the results are right there for everyone, 
including me, to see. 


Now | just have to make her see. 


CHAPTER 5 


Thea 


| enter the conference room for our weekly meeting where 
our managing director, Mr Douglas, discusses what accounts 
he wants us to target. 


I’ve been working a ton lately and | should need coffee, but 
this week I’ve been complete caffeine free. | don’t need it at 
all. 


That’s not to say I’m not making mistakes. My mistakes are 
actually up, but I’m focused. 


Just not on work. 


All | can think about is Brady and wondering when Sunday 
will finally come. 


Or better yet when I’m going to catch him in the hallway 
again. 


“Okay people. Listen up!” Mr Douglas begins. “These are 
our top targets right now,” he says as he flips over one of 
those vertically spinning chalkboard things to reveal the 
numbers five to one, with some sort of Velcro thing covering 
each name. How does Velcro stick to a chalkboard? 


It doesn’t matter All it really says is that I’m way too far 
back to actually see what’s going on. As a new hire I don’t 
get a seat. “Seats are for closers,” | was told during my first 
day on the job. “And we don’t discriminate at Douglas and 


Dunham.” In other words they don’t care how high a lady’s 
heels are... you don’t close accounts you stand for the 
duration. 


| watch as Mr Douglas, who is impeccably dressed as always, 
flawlessly goes through targets five through two. 


“And now number one. This is the one we want people!” 


He pulls back the Velcro and | feel like I’m in some sort of 
parallel universe. 


There in all capital letters it says BRADY BRAXTON. 
“Who's been working this guy?” 

Complete silence. 

“Sid, whatcha got?” he says looking at my team leader. 
“Nobody’s been able to crack him for the entire ten years 
he’s been in the league, let alone even get a sit down with 
him.” 

“What? You’re not trying hard enough.” 

“He insists on negotiating his own deals, sir Says that he 
wants to personally know the people who are creating the 


products he’s pitching.” 


“Nonsense. Offer any man the right amount of money and 
he’ll endorse anything.” 


“No offense, but not Brady, sir.” 


“So you're telling me he’s been in this league, and in this 
very city, for ten years and we haven’t even had a sit down 
with him?” 


Even from a distance | can see Sid shaking his head from left 
to right. 


“Nobody negotiates their own deals anymore. Come on, 
people! And even if this guy is the male equivalent of 
Mother Teresa reincarnated we should be handling the deals 
he has in place and bringing him more business that he'll be 
interested in. We take our cut. He gets paid more for way 
less work. Everybody wins.” 


The heads in the seats closest to the chalkboard all nod in 
agreement. 


“So...who’s on this one, Sid?” 

“I'll put someone on it today, sir,” he says. 

“Not today, Sid. Now.” 

| hear some papers shuffle and suddenly wonder who in the 
world is going to get this account. Oh my god, what if he 
calls my name? No way though. I’m too junior to get our 
top priority. 


“Thomas Carville, sir” 


“Carville? We let him go last week. Do you even know 
who’s on your team, Sid?” 


“Yes, sir Sorry, sir | just thought he was on vacation.” 


“He is on a vacation...a permanent one. And apparently | 
might need to consider similar vacations for other people 
who don’t even know their own staff.” 

“No, sir” 


“My turn. Who wants to win a real vacation? All expenses 
paid to Tahiti for a freaking month?” 


Every single hand goes up. 

“That’s what | thought.” 

“Now, let’s play a little game. First person to bring me this 
account gets the holiday. But..that’s not entirely fair to Sid 
is it?” 


Everyone waits as if to see what the big boss is gonna do 
next before they decide how to answer. 


“So let’s give Sid’s team one last chance.” 
Mr. Douglas looks back at Sid. 
“Who’s the most junior member of your team?” 


| immediately do the math. | was just hired in the round of 
spring interviews and new college graduates. 


Have they had any more hirings since? 
Not that | know of 


Oh my god. 


Are there any more people on my team hired at the same 
time as me? 


I’m not sure. | mean if Sid doesn’t even know who all is on 
our team how can I? Not to mention he keeps me in work 
literally up to my eyeballs which is why | don’t know who’s 
on my team to start with. And is the reason | met Brady in 
the first place. 


“That would be... Thea Thomas, sir.” 


“Thea Thomas!” echoes through the room straight from Mr. 
Douglas’s mouth. “Where are you? Are you here today or 
have you already been fired too?” 


“Here, sir,” | say. 


“Wait. | head something. A sign of life. Sound off Thomas. 
Where are you?” 


| remember the company manual saying Mr Douglas was a 
military veteran and the most competitive son of a gun 
you'll ever meet. That explains why advertising, which is 
essentially sales, is the perfect job for him. He has to always 
“be on” and he’s competing with some of the most alpha 
guys I’ve ever met. At least guys think they're alpha. 


| know one managing director who told me in a interview at 
another firm that, and | quote, “If you aren’t on your second 
divorce by the time you're fifty you’re not working hard 
enough.” 

And where is he now? 


Died of a heart attack right at his desk. True story. 


“Here, sin” | say. 
“That’s more like it. Now come forward and show yourself.” 


It’s like the sea of people just part for me and suddenly 
there’s a direct line from me to the head honcho. | feel my 
knees wobble, and not in the kind of way that Brady made it 
hard for me to stay standing. | carefully walk forward 
making sure not to trip, or catch my heel, or any other kind 
of blunder. 


“Doug Douglas, Douglas and Dunham,” he says as he 
extends his hand to me. | guess he forgot he already shook 
my hand and introduced himself on my first day. 

“Thea Thomas,” | say. 

“Okay, people,” he says putting his hand on my shoulder 
and turning me to face the crowd. “This is Miss,” he turns to 
me and says in a softer tone, “is it miss?” 

| nod. 

“This is Miss Thomas and she’s got a week to land Brady. If 
not, he’s fair game...and Miss Thomas will be delivering the 
mail for the rest of her time here.” 

So obviously no pressure... at all. 

“Just so we’re clear,” he says looking down at me. 

“Yes, sir” 

“Now go out there and land that big fish. Hell, he’s not even 


a big fish. He’s a whale. Oh, and just to make it fair and 
even more interesting?” 


“Yes, sir?” 


“You get him signed in exactly one hundred and sixty-eight 
hours,” he says. | do the math as quickly as I can, rounding 
as needed. Does he just call a week one hundred and sixty- 
eight hours? How high strung is this guy? Type A anyone? 
“You get my office for an entire day. Put your feet up. 
Smoke a cigar in there. Anything you want. Office is yours. 
Comprende?” 


Good grief, now he’s going to try and be a cool guy with the 
Spanish? 


“Yes, sir | understand.” 


“Okay people,” he says clapping his hands and looking back 
out at the room. “We've already used up nearly twenty 
minutes. Back at it. There are accounts to sign, deals to get 
done, money to be made for all of us.” 


He then looks back at me and says softly “No doubt I have 
a strange way of motivating Miss Thomas, but it’s the way 
that’s worked for me my entire life. | honestly wish you the 
best of luck and | believe you can do this. We wouldn’t have 
brought you in here if you couldn’t. l'Il speak with Sid about 
transferring the rest of your work for one calendar week. 
Until then you do nothing but eat, sleep, and think of a way 
to get Mr. Braxton to sign on the line that is dotted.” 


“Yes, sir” 
“And you can save time if you cut out the eating and 


sleeping part. One hundred and sixty-eight hours. It’s more 
than enough time.” 


“Plenty of time. Yes, sir” 


“I like you, Thomas. You’re tougher than most of the men 
that work here. You’ve got balls and grit. Now go out there 
and get ‘em, girl!” he says offering me a fist which | 
instinctively bump. 


And just like that he’s speed walking out of the conference 
room. 


What in the world just happened? 


Did he just publicly humiliate me slash publicly challenge 
me? 


And then he kind of actually gave a tender personal touch 
there at the end. And I don’t think I’m being naive. It felt 
genuine. 


And did he just tell me I’ve got balls? That’s definitely a first 
and although I never expected I’d ever want someone to tell 
me that I kind of... liked it? 


Because of course he was being metaphorically...1 think. 
But then again | never know with these big city Type A 
guys. l'm still a small town girl at heart learning the ropes. 


And now I’ve got my biggest test of all. 


Do | go after Brady for our company and risk making him 
think I’m insincere? Make him think | tripped and fell over 
that ball on purpose like the kind of person who 
intentionally dumps McDonald’s coffee in their lap in hopes 
of a quick two point nine million? Then again a percentage 
of those burns were actually third degree and maybe some, 


if not all, of that money may have been deserved. | don’t 
know the case well enough to know 


Nor do | know Brady well enough. 


But shucks, | sure want to and trying to make a personal 
relationship into a business one before the personal one is 
even really... well personal, is definitely not the way to go. 


Now I’ve got a serious dilemma. 
Or do | just wait until after the game on Sunday? 


Why couldn’t | have just gotten this assignment last week? | 
could have Googled him, saw how hot he was, talked to my 
brother and maybe even brought my brother out here to 
basically find him like some sort of private eye. After our 
little phone chat | know he’d be up for it. 


“What are you waiting on, Miss Thomas? Clocks a tickin’.” 


| see Mr Douglas standing at the doorway of the room 
looking back at me like I’m crazy for having wasted the last 
fifteen or so seconds. 


Was it fifteen seconds... or more? 


| look around to see the conference room is completely 
empty and I’m just standing here, with a dumbfounded look 
on my face almost surely | must look like I’m the last 
survivor in some post apocalyptic disaster One who’s 
completely scared, lonely, and confused. 


And that would be completely accurate. 


And just like those post-apocalyptic books and movies I’ve 
got a timer on my so called existence. 


One hundred and sixty-eight hours before I’m banished to 
the mailroom. 


Not to mention I’m sure all the other ad agencies will hear 
about this story Everyone in the company was in here just 
now! 


So if | don’t pull this off then I’m toast. 


And not just at Douglas and Dunham, but at all the ad 
agencies... all across the country. 


| take a deep breath and march right out of the conference 
room. 


| see Mr. Douglas flex his bicep at me as he pumps his fist. 
Dammit he’s right! 

| didn’t come all the way out here to not make it. I’m not 
going back to the room | grew up in in the middle of 


nowhere. 


I’m going to figure out a way to do this and show everyone, 
including myself, that | belong here. 


And that starts with showing Brady that | belong in his life... 
one way or another. 


CHAPTER 6 


Thea 


| spend the next three hours calling all the media and 
agency contacts all over town trying to find someone who 
has a business relationship with Brady. 


Absolutely no luck. 


And I’m getting some serious stares from my co-workers. | 
feel like if | don’t deliver this Mr Douglas is going to put my 
head on a stick in the reception area to show what happens 
when somebody doesn’t deliver. 


Finally | decide my best course of action is to go home and 
work on this from there. | need to come up with a plan and | 
can’t think here with all these eyes and whispers. 


Plus, | want to go home at an hour when I’m pretty sure he 
won’t be home. That way | won't bump into him. 


Yes, | actually don’t want to see him in the hallway now. I’m 
really worried about approaching him about business when | 
feel that there could be a personal relationship. Call me 
crazy, but the butterflies in my stomach are my first priority 
and | want to see if they’re real and if | can have something 
with Brady that turns them loose and lets them fly... right up 
to my head which would then be in the clouds. 


| take an Uber home and then enter the building. The 
elevator opens on my floor and | check quickly to make sure 
no one’s in the hallway. 


The coast is clear. 


| take my stack of ideas and work that I’ve managed to get 
done on this case so far and quickly “move” towards my 
apartment. 


Just when I’m almost to my door of course the one person | 
wanted to see more than anyone, but now am trying to 
avoid like the plague, steps into the hallway. 


“Hey there, Bunny,” he says. 
Bunny? 


“Um, hi,” | say as Brady stands there without a shirt... again. 
At least this time he has on some grey shorts made out of 
Sweatpants material. Gosh, can he make everything look 
hot? 


“| finally bumped into you again. That’s why I called you 
Bunny. Sometimes | think | hear you bouncing up and down 
the hall, but your steps are so quiet I’m never sure if it’s 
really you. And by the time | get my door open there’s no 
one there. You remind me of a rabbit in that way. Plus your 
nose is really cute.” 


Did he just say my nose is cute? | always thought it was a 
little on the small side, not really fitting my face... which is 
odd because when | was a kid | thought it was too big. 


My mind immediately processes my comment and my point 
of concentration goes right to my nose and | feel my nostrils 
flare just a bit. 


“Like that!” he says lifting his chin to acknowledge he saw it 
too. 


“Thanks...| think,” | say. 


“You're welcome, and don’t think too hard about it. It’s 
definitely a compliment and a straightforward one at that. 
I’m not into passive aggressive stuff and backhanded 
compliments. When | see something interesting, or 
something | like | say so straight away.” 


| nod. 


“| wanted to ask if you’re going to make it to the game this 
Sunday?’ 


“| have a lot of work, but l'Il make sure to be there,” | say. 
I’m trying not to show I’m too eager, but my choice of words 
leads my mind right back to my most pressing problem at 
hand. 


Paying my bills which requires me to have a job which 
requires me to get an appointment with the man who is 
seemingly impossible to track down...and who is standing 
right in front of me and apparently he’s been keeping his 
ears open for the sound of my bunny hops up and down the 
hall. 


Now that I think about it it is pretty cute. No one’s really 
ever given me a nickname. 


| mean my mom named me Thea when she was on a big 
Greek reading kick and then when my brother came along 
she was deep in Roman literature so she went with Julius. 
I’m afraid to think what she’d name a child today, 
considering | think she reads some pretty racy stuff mixed in 


with Game of Thrones. Khal Christian Thomas, a Game of 
Thrones and Fifty Shades of Grey mash-up that pops into my 
head, wouldn’t exactly suit a child, but my mom stopped 
having children after Julius. | think the two of us were 
enough. 


But | can’t get enough of the sight of Brady. He is a tall 
glass of milk served up right on my doorstep and | want to 
drink down every last drop of those muscles. 


And I love the name he chose for me. Rabbit would have 
been fine too, but bunnies are cuter and cuddly and small at 
the same time. And oh how I'd like to feel small cuddling up 
in those big arms of his one evening watching the Hollywood 
sign light up as we light up his apartment with some 
fireworks of our own. 


“Great. Also, | was wondering if you had plans for tonight.” 


The deep pitch of his voice makes it a statement more than 
a question. I’ve already set him up with the “I have a lot of 
work” comment, but then again my work technically is 
him... not that he needs to know that. 


And the dilemma of the two ways our “relationship” can 
work are still really bothering me. 


Maybe it’s best to see what he has in mind so we can spend 
some time together and | can find out which box this is 
going to fit in... business or personal. 


“I’m always busy but | could squeeze in some time for a 
neighbor,” | say Am I playing too hard to get? 


“Oh. | was wondering if you wanted to take my dog fora 
walk.” 


Annnnnd wonderful. He thinks of me as a pet sitting service 
since I’m just next door Every dream | had tried to repress 
suddenly comes crashing down as my fantasies about what 
we could have been come crashing down with them. Well, 
now | can proceed with the business talk. 


“| mean together of course. | was going to see if you wanted 
to grab dinner, but if you’re busy maybe we could just go for 
a quick walk around the area instead. You’re pretty new 
around here, right? | can show you some cool places.” 


Rats! Rats! Rats! | just did that LA thing | see so often. | 
tried to be too cool for school by telling him | had a lot of 
work. By doing that | think | appear important and more 
importantly | don’t have to commit to whatever he has in 
mind until he comes out and says it. And | can commit at 
the last second. 


Why am I playing games like this? I’d be happy to do 
anything with him and I'd cancel plans, if | had any, to 
spend time with him. 


| should have just stuck with my small town roots and told 
him l’d be happy to do whatever he wanted... especially if it 
involves us in a horizontal position...together. And if | had 
taken that straightforward approach, though not about the 
sexy time of course, I’d have a dinner date for tonight, and 
maybe I'd be a lot closer to actually finding myself in that 
horizontal position with him. 


But wait..! replay his words over in my head again. | was so 
focused on missing out on dinner that | didn’t process 
everything he said. He offered me a plan b, a walk around 
the area. 


Those butterflies come rushing back to my stomach 
confirming what | already know. 


I’ve been saving myself for not just the right guy, but the 
one. The one who gives me these butterflies, which I’ve 
never had. 


Brady is the one and | want to give my first time to him. 


And if he’s asking me out to dinner? Check please! As in | 
need to check my panty drawer and make sure | have 
something special to wear... very special and very white. 


But wait! | talked myself out of dinner Dammit! 


My mind is racing in every direction. One second all I can 
focus on is going to dinner with him and the next all | can 
think about is how | messed up that opportunity. 


But the opportunity to hang out with him and meet his dog 
sounds pretty darn cool too. 


| do love animals and | definitely need to learn more about 
the neighborhood. 


“Yeah, that sounds nice. Thank you,” | say. 


Just then | hear the elevator ding again and suddenly a 
bunch of loud voices, which are almost as deep as Brady’s 
echo in the hallway. 


| can sense large men and a primal fear instinct hits me as | 

hear fast footsteps coming toward me, but they don’t sound 
normal. It’s some sort of clickety-clack like threatening Stasi 
you see in those World War II movies. 


| quickly spin around to see what in the heck is coming for 
me... Or us. 


CHAPTER 7 


Brady 


| see the way DeAndre, Rob, Hank, and Steven are looking at 
Bunny and | don’t like it... at all. 


These are my receivers and they make everything | do on 
the field possible. 


But she’s my woman and she makes everything | want to do 
with my life possible. 


And at that moment the jealousy tells me the one thing | 
already knew. 


She is mine. This isn’t me trying to hear her in the hallway 
so | can bump into her to ask her out on a date. 


She’s already mine. | know it and she’s going to know it 
really soon. 


And by the stare down I’m giving my teammates they 
suddenly know it too. 


“Sorry man,” Rob says raising his hands up with his palms 
facing towards me. 


| don’t say anything. 


“This your lady?” DeAndre asks. 


Bunny’s head turns back towards me as if she’s holding her 
breath as she’s hanging onto the next words that come out 
of my mouth like they’re life or death. 


And they are, because ever since | met her and saw her and 
Saw what kind of a kind person she is this is life or death. 
I’m playing for keeps. 


But | don’t want to put words into someone else’s mouth. 
She can make her own decisions, but I’m not going to leave 
any gray areas in regards to where mine stands. 


“It won’t be official until tonight when | ask her, but yes. 
She’s my woman as far as I’m concerned. It’s just up to her.’ 


A 


Her mouth drops open and I show the guys inside my place. 
We need to watch some films to prepare for the game this 
Sunday, which is rapidly approaching. 


| turn to shut the door and see her still standing there like 
she’s shocked. 


“I'll Knock on your door at seven...if that’s okay with you?” 


Her mouth stays open but her head goes up and down. 
That’s all the yes | need. 


| give her a wink and step inside ready to get to work. 


And part of that work means letting these guys know to 
never look at her that way ever again. Ever. 


And this is going to be a tough film study session now, and 
for two reasons. 


All I’m going to be thinking about is how many more 
seconds until seven o’clock, and how in the world am I going 
to hide this erection from my teammates when my mind is 
focused on her? 


| guess l'Il have to figure that out. 


But one thing that she doesn’t have to figure out is what | 
think of her. 


She’s mine 


CHAPTER 8 


Thea 


| step inside my apartment and shut the door behind me 
placing my back against the door as | try to catch my breath. 


| can already hear the resonant voices of the men in the 
apartment across mine coming through the wall though. 


“Brady’s got a lady!” they’re chanting. 


And they don’t seem to be stopping anytime soon. And as 
the leader of their team he could stop them anytime he 
wanted. And he’s not. 


But why would he? He just told me I was his in the hallway. 
“She’s my woman as far as I’m concerned. It’s just up to 
her,” he’d said. 


Hello? Earth to Brady. | know you haven’t been hit hard 
enough to knock the knowledge out of you that every 
woman in LA. wants to be your girl, not to mention half of 
the darn country. 


Peoples cover with “America’s Most Eligible Bachelor.” 
Check. 


GQ cover after cover of you in suits leaning against chic 
sports cars. Cha-check. 


Sports Illustrated and ESPN The Magazine and every other 
sports magazine cover ever documenting all your skills and 


how damn hot you are? Cha-cha-checkmate! 


And if his teammates hadn’t come in I swear he was going to 
kiss me. 


The way his feet were slowly inching him closer. 


The way his eyes moved from my eyes to my lips and back 
again? Multiple times. 


And the way he stepped up and claimed me right then and 
there in front of those huge guys. Whoa. Fora big alpha 
jock guy that can’t be an easy thing to do. For sure he’s 
going to get teased about it, but then again | don’t think he 
cares. 


Actually | know he doesn’t. And he’s also older He’sa 
veteran in the league so he’s seen it all. 


He’s probably already planning on what to do after his 
playing career is over. 


And now! know. Me! 

Or at least | hope so. 

A million thoughts race through my mind and none of them 
are about the business side of this whole thing, until one 
enters my brain. 

No way am l risking that with him now. Not now that | know 
how he feels, and how | already felt and how his words 


pushed me over the edge. 


| want him more than ever now, and | was already quickly 
becoming obsessed. 


| run to my computer and scramble to type in “Fancy 
Lingerie Stores” into Google Maps. I need to get something 
perfect for tonight. 


It might just turn out to be the most important night of my 
life. 


And that starts with walking a dog | didn’t even know he 
had. 


How perfect is he? 


l'Il find out soon enough. 


CHAPTER 9 


Brady 


| haven’t had butterflies in my stomach since my first game 
in the league, but am I nervous as | stand in front of her door 
ready to knock. 


| clear my throat and prepare for the moment I’ve been 
thinking about the entire time my teammates were over. 


But I’m not worried about football. | can beat these guys 
we’ve got coming to town on Sunday with my hands tied 
behind my back. 


But right now all | can think about is putting my big hands 
all over her body. 


But first these hands need to announce my arrival... at her 
apartment and into the next chapter that is quickly 
becoming us. 


| rap my knuckles on her door and | hear some pitter patter 
of feet. 


Yeah... that’s my Bunny. 

But wait? Was she standing there at the door? 

| see the peephole go from dark to light and immediately 
know she was doing that. Damn, she caught me standing in 


front of her door like a nervous prom date. She’s already 
had a laugh at my expense for sure. 


“Hey!” she says as she opens the door and damn does she 
look incredible. 


“Oh my gosh. This is your dog?” 


“Yeah, this is Rascal, because he’s always getting into 
trouble. | think he’s chewed his way through more pairs of 
Adidas than some of their smaller factories produce in their 
entire production run.” 


“Hey there, Rascal,” she says leaning down to take Rascal’s 
fluffy face in her hands. 


And as she leans in to pet him he licks her cheek! He never 
does that. 


Rascal is kind of an aloof and indifferent husky when it 
comes to other people. He’s almost like a cat in that regard, 
at least when he gets to know you and he usually has a long 
period of sizing someone up before trusting them. 


And his instincts have always been spot on. As crazy as it 
sounds | like to bring my teammates by to see how Rascal 
responds to them. 


We had a receiver a few years ago that we’d just traded for. 
Rascal never seemed to warm up to him even though he was 
a super fun and charismatic guy. We traded him after only 
one season, and later found out he was tipping off the 
cornerbacks that are supposed to defend him. He was 
giving away our plays in exchange for payments to an 
account in the Cayman Islands! 


What kind of teammate is that? Then I realized why some of 
our games which we should have won easily...they should 


have been blowouts...turned out to be close contests. He 
was working with the bookies trying to make the game 
closer than it should have been. 


And as angry as I was at him I was angrier at myself for not 
listening to Rascal’s prescient warning. 


And l'Il never make that mistake again. And Rascal has 
never licked someone on the first meeting. 


So my gut is telling me she’s the one. My heart is already 
trying to tell me she’s the one. And even man’s best friend 
is telling me she’s the one. 


Is there any doubt at this point? 


“He likes you,” | say, trying not to go overboard and tell her 
all the thoughts that are going through my mind right now. 


“And | like him,” she says. 


She stands up straight and asks, “So | hope I’m dressed 
appropriately for where we’re headed. | tried to play kind of 
a middle ground.” 


“That is not middle ground,” | say, looking her up from head 
to toe. “There is nothing middle or average or anything of 
the sort when it comes to you.” 


“Thank you,” she says as her cheeks turn a bright red. 


“Sorry, | didn’t mean to embarrass you,” | say and my free 
hand instinctively reaches out and | take her cheek in- 
between my first finger and my thumb, feeling the heat from 
her face transfer immediately throughout my body and | get 
goose bumps on every square inch of my skin. 


Wow, is her skin ever soft and perfect. 


| slowly pull my hand back making sure to drag my fingers 
along her cheek maintaining our skin to skin contact for as 
long as possible. 


The moment the tip of my finger leaves her high cheeks | 
immediately miss their warmth, their smoothness, the way 
they feel and the way they make me feel. 


And speaking of that | can feel a raging erection already 
forming in my pants. This walk isn’t going to be easy. 


I’m already expecting we’re going to get spotted by 
paparazzi...this is Hollywood after all... but it’s going to be 
awkward if TMZ leads with some “Boner Brady” or “Boner 
Braxton” clickbait headline tomorrow. 


And the guys in the locker room will never let me live that 
one down. 


But | don’t care. | can’t control myself when it comes to her. 
I’m just going to enjoy the time we have together and not 
pay any mind to what anyone else thinks. 


Because all | care about is her and she’s all that matters 
now. 


CHAPTER 10 


Thea 


“So | guess this is me,” | say as we stand in front of my door 
after a wonderful few hours. 


“| guess so,” Brady says looking down at me again, his eyes 
moving from mine to my lips. But this time there will be no 
teammates to arrive and interrupt whatever he had planned. 


And speaking of plan is he ever a man with a plan. We took 
Rascal to a small green dog park | would have never known 
existed, especially in such an urban area. Fora solid hour 
we watched him run around the dog park with a bunch of 
other dogs as he was completely in doggie heaven. 


And it gave me some time to really get to know Brady. | 
learned about his childhood, but I steered clear of his 
parent’s death of course. 


But now that | think about it we did more time talking about 
me, and not in the adult work kind of way. 


He was calm and casual but | can see where his questions 
were leading. 


He asked me a lot of questions about dogs at first, and 
animals that | like in general. Then he asked me if I’d 
thought of getting a pet. 


| told him | didn’t have time, and later on at the dog park he 
kind of hinted that a pet can be a good test run for 


parenting. He hadn’t had that thought when he adopted 
Rascal, but he said it dawned on him really quickly That 
and he told me I’m welcome to “watch him” whenever | want 
or later he mentioned something about “babysitting” in 
regards to one of his teammate’s kids but he kind of tied it 
back to me again. 


He was talking about how one of his offensive linemen had a 
son at a young age and how he was already eight years old. 
He told me he comes by Brady’s house about once or twice a 
month and they play video games, talk about life, and other 
“guy stuff” like throwing the football around at the side of 
the dog park or even just shooting baskets which puts 
Tommy in a relaxed state which often leads him to opening 
up and asking Brady about life questions. 


He mentioned he’d like to start a foundation one day, but he 
said he doesn’t know enough about kids yet and doesn’t feel 
qualified to give advice to them. He’s really down to earth 
admitting he “won the lottery” in life by being born big with 
a big strong arm and then working hard to be the best. 


But he also mentioned in passing that he’d “thought he won 
the lottery all these years” until a few days ago and now he 
knew he’d built his winning belief structure on a foundation 
made of sand...and one that was quickly tumbling, but he 
knew the way he was going to fix it... fast. 


| swear he was referring to me, but | didn’t want to say 
anything. | feel like part of him is being honest and direct 
and wants to rush forward while another part of him is 
pulling back on the reins, trying not to say something that 
might...1 don’t know...scare me away. 


But I’m ready for all the bluntness and openness he can give 
me. 


I’m twenty-two years old and | work in an industry where 
everyone is nice all the time to the point it’s fake. “You 
never know who you’re talking to or when someone might 
bring you business.” If | had just a dime for every time | 
heard that. And | understand it’s business, but what ever 
happened to being nice and polite just because? 


Just because that’s the way to do things... the way to live. 


How about paying it forward to make everyone’s day a little 
brighter? 


Wouldn’t that be nice? 


And nice describes Brady, but definitely not in the pushover 
kind of way that most guys my age are. | feel like they're 
“nice” just to say whatever it takes to get into your pants, 
whether they’re successful or not. And that moment they 
realize they’re not going to be successful their true colors 
show and all those reservations you had about getting 
intimate with them are rightfully rewarded. 


I’ve heard stories from girls my age about guys walking out 
just minutes after they’ve climaxed. And of course in line 
with their selfishness the girls | know were left feeling 
unsatisfied physically and wrecked emotionally. 


No thank you! 


But Brady is different. He knows who he is and he’s not out 
to impress anyone. Plus he has a track record of being a 

good guy. Yeah, he has a bit of a chip on his shoulder and a 
lot of swagger when he steps onto that football field, but as 
he told me that’s “Ballin’ Brady,” and that guy comes out on 


Sundays from September through January...and hopefully 
one day in February. 


He wants to win the Championship Bowl so bad. | can hear 
it in the way his words change when he talks about it. He 
sounds even more passionate and hungrier... two 
characteristics that are very much on display right now and 
there’s no talk of football to be had. 


No talk at all as a matter of fact as we just continue to stare 
into each other's eyes. 


“It was really nice to learn so much about your life tonight. 
To learn about what makes you tick and everything. And | 
can’t wait to learn even more.” 


“Me too,” | say feeling my panties moisten as | bite down on 
my lower lip. 


I’ve got on my best white panties and bra underneath my 
summer dress and the hallway may be airconditioned but | 
sure am feeling hot. 


Hot enough to take everything off right now and dive into 
his apartment with him and make love with the windows 
open as we look out over the city of angels...as he makes me 
his angel forever. 


“But | have to tell you something,” he says as his pupils 
dilate even more and his hooded eyelids become more 
horizontal as he squints slightly. 


“Okay,” | say wondering why my knees are starting to shake 
a bit and the inside of my thighs feel like the San Andreas 
Fault line just moved. 


“As much as | learned about you tonight, you taught me 
something about myself.” 


“| did?” 


“You sure did,” he says taking a step closer and bringing his 
hand up to my cheek again as he touches it gently. His 
touch shakes me to the core again, but this time he doesn’t 
stop at my cheek as his big, thick fingers glide down my 
jawline and he takes hold of my chin before his hand moves 
back along my jawline and underneath my ear and then 
down my neck. 


| feel my spinal cord pulsing as | feel the calluses caused 
from him playing a sport by men who are modern day 
gladiators glide up the small of my neck as his hand slides 
through my hair and his fingers find my scalp. 


“| learned when it comes to you | have a whole lot more 
restraint than | expected, and it’s not because | don’t want 
to let myself be free and do what | want...and what | know 
you want to.” 


“| do want it.” 


“We both do. And there’s a reason why I’m calling upon all 
my willpower to exercise what little self-control | have left.” 


He pauses. 

“Yes,” | say softly. 

“Because you're the one,” he says as he leans in closer and | 
feel the warmth of his skin radiating heat towards mine. | 


feel the hotness of his breath as he opens his mouth and 
mine opens in response but | don’t breathe in the slightest. 


My breath catches and then he closes the last of the 
distance between our lips and takes my breath away when 
his lips meet mine for the first time as | feel the desire in his 
digits against my head increase just strong enough, but not 
too much. 


But | need him to hold me tight right now anyways because 
I’m floating on cloud nine and my feet feel like they’re 
nowhere near the ground as a weightless feeling overtakes 
me as he pulls me into him and my body melts into his 
muscles as he holds me tight in his big, protective, 
possessive, embrace. 


CHAPTER 11 


Brady 
The next morning 


| carefully place the box in front of her door It’s a little gift 
for Bunny’s brother that I’d prefer to give her, or him, myself 
but | know she’s still sleeping. 


| had to get up early today to go over the final game plan for 
Sunday. 


| say get up, but you can’t get up if you never fell asleep, 
right? 


| tried everything. Ice bath. Sauna. Reading a book. Hell, | 
even watched some guy way smarter than me do math 
videos on YouTube just to try and occupy my mind with 
something difficult that required so much thought that | 
could get my mind off the hardness in my pants and the 
ache inside me because of her. 


| wanted her in my bed and | wanted to be inside her last 
night. 


But that’s not the way it works. 
She’s the one and that’s now how I’m going to treat the one. 


Athletes get a bad rap for being players and jumping from 
woman to woman. But that’s not me at all. 


| had a very unfortunate experience early in life that taught 
me that the most important thing in life is family Family 
always comes first. 


| always knew that, but for years | just drowned in my work, 
preferring to chase that elusive Championship Bowl trophy 
to no avail. | told myself I was “living the dream,” and to 
most people | was. 


But inside somewhere | knew. It just took seeing her for the 
first time and then really getting to know her to know that 
she was that special one, that one in a lifetime girl, that 
would put family back on top. 


And it was time to have a family, but only because of her. 


| would have been very content being single forever. I’ve 
“made it” in life in so many ways and have plenty of great 
friends. But l’d never made it in the area that matters 
most... until her. 


And that’s why I need to wait to make her mine in the 
physical way until | make her mine in a way for the entire 
world to see. To show everyone she’s so damn special and 
she’s mine and only mine. To make an honest woman out of 
her so to speak. 


But as | step outside the apartment building | see that I’ve 
got my work cut out for me. 


I’m usually considered a bit too boring to photograph, 
especially with the Kardashians and all the other celebs in 
town. 


Not this morning apparently. 


“Brady! What’s up, man?” 


I’ve never liked it when these guys try and come off like 
they’re your best friend, especially considering they’ve 
probably been sleeping in the bushes all night rehearsing 
which questions to ask me like they are some sort of flow 
chart. Like a flow chart with all roads leading to their 
ultimate destination. 


A word or phrase they can twist and turn and run with on 
their “news” site. 


No thanks. Especially when | know who will bear the brunt 
of anything | say. 


Her. And I’m not exposing her to any of that nonsense. She 
doesn’t deserve it and as a small town girl, frankly she’s 
probably not ready or it. 


| want to keep her innocent and beautiful, protected from 
those nasty kinds of games that tabloids play. 


The city of angels is filled with devils. | prefer to keep the 
last angel’s wings intact and to do that | need to avoid these 
guys like the plague. 


| just ignore them, but they move in closer with their 
cameras. 


“You got a special lady, bro?” one of them asks. Yeah, he 
definitely smells like he’s been sleeping in the bushes all 
right. 


“Seeing anybody?” another asks, his eyes bloodshot from 
waiting all night for her to slide out most likely. 


What did they think I’m going to have some girl up and then 
throw her out in the morning? When was | ever like that? 
When did they ever even see me with a woman for starters? 
Never, because | haven’t so much as dated. Just chasing 
that damn trophy all these years. That was the love of my 
life until now. 


Then it hits me. They don’t know she lives in the building! 


That means one thing. They’re going to camp out here until 
they catch a shot of her No way! 


| make a U-Turn and go right back inside my building and 
back to my apartment. | go to my closet and grab the 
biggest trench coat | can find and a few pillows. 


| call down to the garage attendant and make sure there are 
no paparazzi guys that somehow got into the garage. 


All clear. 


Usually | enter the garage from the sidewalk preferring to 
walk out the front of the building like the normal person that 
lam. | never want to be trapped by fame, and most of the 
year I’m not famous anyways. Plus I like to feel the sun on 
my skin and that first breeze against my skin in the 
morning. 


Well | got that today, but now it’s time to try a different plan. 


| button my trench coat around the pillows and put my little 
set up in the back seat. 


Then I call the front door security guard to come to the top 
of the garage where it meets the road to set up a block so | 


can get out. That way they’re all going to know I’m coming, 
or she’s coming. 


In California you can tint the back passenger windows and 
the very back window, but you can’t tint the front windows 
or windshield. 


There’s just enough tint in the back they won’t be able to 
make out exactly who, or in this case what, is in the back 
seat of my Range Rover 


As | reach the sidewalk the flash bulbs go crazy and | slowly 
roll down the street with the paparazzi running after me. 


When | get to the first light | see they’re all in their cars and 
motorcycles ready to pursue. 


Perfect! 
The stadium has a fence and they won’t be allowed in. 
They'll think | took my “mystery woman” inside and that 


they missed their chance. 


But really my Bunny will just bounce right out the front door 
and go to work this morning like any other day. 


That’s how it should be. | need to keep her oblivious to this 
madness for a few more days. 


At least until | have a chance to tell her just how crazy this is 
gonna get. 


And to announce her to the world. And that’s exactly what’s 
going to happen in only three more days’ time. 


CHAPTER 12 


Thea 


Sunday - Three days later 


“There’s a separate entrance for this ticket, miss,” the 
stadium employee says when my ticket doesn’t scan. 
“Someone will be right over to escort you there.” 


“It’s okay. If you can just point me in the right direction | 
can walk.” 


The usher just smiles. “That won’t be possible,” she says. 
Does she know something | don’t know? 


Not ten seconds later a guy who looks like he’s big enough 
to be on the field playing is escorting me around a corner 
and into a private tunnel in the stadium that I’m pretty sure 
isn’t used for guests...at least not the majority of the paying 
ticket holders. 


As | walk through the tunnel | see media personnel, some 
men that look like players out of uniform, and even some 
celebrities. I’d even swear | see a few politicians and quickly 
realize this is a who’s who of famous people in California. 


A few seconds later we step into a very nice elevator which 
is barely closed before it opens again, and then I’m walking 
quickly down a hallway with a completely open view of the 
stadium. 


“Your suite, ma’am,” the man says holding the door open for 
me. 


“Thank you,” | say shocked at the place from where l'Il be 
watching the game today. 


“Anything you want, Justin here will be right outside your 
door ready to get for you.” 


“Hello,” Justin says. 


He’s an attractive young man about my age with a great 
smile and apparently he’s our in-suite host or caterer or 
whatever the word is. | wouldn’t know because I’ve never 
experienced this kind of lifestyle. 


| introduce myself to Justin and he immediately shows mea 
dessert cart with some of the most incredible looking sweets 
I’ve ever seen. And if that wasn’t enough he has another 
cart with all kinds of wine’s and he tells me he can get me 
any cocktail | want..all he needs is three minutes from the 
moment he calls it in and it will be here 


Whoa! 


| thank him and settle on a water to get started. It’s the 
least likely choice but | need to keep my wits about me and 
act like a lady. Plus I have no clue who else will be in this 
suite. 


But that’s answered seconds later when | see a face | 
definitely recognize from my relentless Google searching 
these last few days. 


“Sharon,” she says. “Nice to meet you.” 


“Thea. I’m a big fan of what you’ve done with the team and 
in the community,” | tell the team owner. 


“Thank you,” she says. “I hope you enjoy the game today 
and | look forward to learning more about you.” 


“Me too, and I’m sure | will.” 


“Shall we?” she says offering me the seat right against the 
glass. 


| accept her offer now realizing why my ticket didn’t actually 
have a seat number. In the suite you just move about, 
mingling, eating and drinking while the game kind of goes 
on in the background. 


But not forme. | want a good seat because I’m not here to 
do some billion-dollar business deal like other people might 
be. More power to them, but I’m here for one reason and 
one reason only and that is... 


“There he is,” Sharon says. “Our quarter of a billion dollar 
man.” 


| cheer and then look up on the in-suite TV and realize she’s 
talking about who | thought she was talking about. 


My Brady. 


Wait...does he really make that much? He has been with the 
team for a long time and the contracts these days are 
getting bigger and bigger She must be referring to what 
he’s made over the course of his decade with the team. 
Regardless...that is officially what we refer to back home as 
a shit ton of money, pardon my French. 


| never thought about how much money he was making. As 
a top player at one of the highest paid positions in the game 
| figured he was doing okay, but a quarter of a billion? 


My base salary is a quarter of a hundred thousand! 


| get twenty-five thousand a year and if | absolutely crush 
my targets | can double that, but that’s a stretch. This 
industry is a tough one, but if you can survive the first few 
years you can make okay money for yourself 


At least that’s what | thought until | heard what Sharon said. 


But I’m interested in Brady for who he is as a person. And | 
know he gives a lot of his money away to charities and 
foundations for kids, and that’s a beautiful thing. 


And speaking of kids | get a huge thrill seeing all the 
children at the game wearing his jersey. | almost tear up 
imagining my brother at home right now on the couch 
watching this game in his Brady Braxton jersey. | know he 
has afew. There’s the one! bought him, which | think he’s 
Saving as a collectible, and a replica he wears when he 
watches the Leopards play. 


This is beyond pretty cool and | really need to get my 
brother to one of these games soon. | think it would bea 
lifetime moment for him, not that it’s not absolutely one for 
me. 


Sharon quickly excuses herself to mingle with the new 
guests that are arriving and | stay in my seat preparing for 
the start of the game. 


| get chills from the excitement of the crowd and when they 
start doing the wave | can’t help but come up in my seat a 


little | know that’s not the thing to do around fancy people, 
but I’m not a fancy person. I’m a simple person and | like 
simple life pleasures and when the whole stadium is doing 
the wave, especially the cheap seats, I’m going to join in 
with them! 


I’m having a great time and it’s already flying by. 
The game starts and the Leopards get the ball. 


But on the very first play they try some sort of fake run and 
then Brady drops back to pass... but he’s intercepted! 


| squirm down in my seat and try and make myself small. 
Maybe I’m not good luck or something. 


But even after the other team runs the ball all the way back 
for a “pick six” touchdown | try and remain positive. 


The Leopards get the ball right back but this time they 
fumble a handoff and the other team recovers the fumble... 
and they’re already close to scoring again. 


Oh no! 


Someone turns up the volume on the TV and when the 
announcers start talking I’m not sure if | want to cry or throw 
my water bottle right at the screen. 


“Braxton looks washed up, Max.” 


“He sure does, Stu. A pick six immediately followed by 
botched handoff? Come on. Handing off a football is about 
the easiest part of the game and these two have done it 
literally thousands of times. To fumble on the second drive 
of the season?” 


“A disaster.” 
“It certainly is.” 


“Some people say thirty-two is the new twenty-two, but out 
there today Braxton’s making it look like the new forty-two.” 


“| think you mean one hundred and two!” 


“That number sure seems more accurate so far He’s moving 
slow and seems lost out there.” 


What a bunch of jerks! 


| feel myself absolutely fuming and | almost snap at Justin 
when he asks me if | want to try the chocolate macadamia 
nut cookies. These jerks are trying to turn me into a jerk, 

but it’s not going to happen. 


But nothing is happening for the Leopards either. 

After the first half they’re down thirty-five to nothing! Five 
touchdowns for the Badgers and zero for the Leopards. And 
if these color commentators don’t quit putting Brady down 
I’m going to find where they’re at and show them a couple of 
colors of my own... black and blue! 


| want to punch these guys so bad and I’m not even a 
violent person. 


But | have to do something before | lose my lid. 


| jump up out of my seat and walk towards the door. 


“Thea, the staff will bring whatever you need, sweetheart,” 
Sharon says. 


“Thank you, Sharon, but I think | need a walk.” 

“You're very into this game aren’t you?” 

“| just want them to win...that’s all.” 

“Well bless your heart,” she says. “Thank you.” 

“Thank you for having me,” | say as | try my best to flash her 
a smile, but | doubt it looks genuine at all. | know it didn’t 
feel genuine, which is exactly how her comment didn’t 
sound either. It seemed so inauthentic. Does she even want 
them to win? 

| don’t know and right now I don’t care. 

| may never be back to another football game in my life with 
this kind of bad luck I’m surely bringing the team, but I’m 
here to support my man and that’s exactly what I’m going to 


do... through thick and thin! 


And | know just how I’m going to do it. 


CHAPTER 13 
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“What the hell, Braxton! That’s the worst football I’ve ever 
seen you play in your life,” coach says. “An 
embarrassment!” 


“We're gonna win, coach. | got this.” 


“You got this? You ain’t got shit today, son! Pull your head 
outta your ass and do your job. What’s gotten into you?” 


“Ain’t what’s gotten into him it’s what he’s gettin’ into,” 
Antic, one of our defensive lineman says. 


“What'd you say?” | say. 


“I saw the story on TMZ. They don’t have a face yet, but 
they will soon. If you weren’t messing around with that new 
chick and focusing on the team like you’re supposed to we 
wouldn’t be in this situation.” 


“Oh hell no!” | say and dart across the room tackling Antic 
hard before punching him in the face. 


A chorus of guys shouting “hey” fills the locker room as they 
pull us apart. 


| watch the blood drip from Antic’s nose. Nobody talks about 
my Bunny like that. Now he know it and so does the rest of 
the team. 


“Dammit, Braxton! You break your hand? We're putting in 
your replacement.” 


“I Said. | Got. This. Coach,” | snarl at him. 

| watch as his body language tells me all | need to know and 
| leave the locker room and head back out onto the field 
without so much as going over any plays or anything. 

| don’t need this bullshit and now I’m pissed off as hell. 

And an angry Braxton is not going to be good for the other 
team, because now I’m out to prove that this has nothing to 
do with her and everything to do with me. 


But in reality it has everything to do with us. 


She’s not going to take the blame for us losing this game... 
because we're not going to lose. 


We're going to win... together 


And by we l'm not referring to my teammates for the first 
time in my life 


I’m referring to me and the woman | love. 
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“And we're back for the second half kick-off,” the announcer 
says, just as | re-enter the suite. 


“Well look at you,” Sharon says. 
“I'm ready. We're gonna win,” | say. 


“If the Leopards win today it will be the greatest comeback 
in IFL history.” 


“That’s right, Max. The previous record is thirty-two points. 
They’re down by thirty-five and not only that, they’ve yet to 
score, let alone even cross mid-field.” 


“Well, we might have the reason behind that,” the 
announcer says. 


And then | have the most surreal moment of my entire life. 


“TMZ is reporting that Brady has been spending too much 
time with this woman, who’s apparently up in his box today.” 


“And she’s wearing his jersey too,” the announcer says, 
referencing the jersey | just bought at half time. 


Oh. My. God. 


The entire crowd boos. 


I’ve never felt so unloved in my entire life. So embarrassed. 
So unwanted. 


But the feeling doesn’t last long as the TV screen flashes 
back to Brady who is looking up at the Jumbotron, which is 
also showing my picture, and he pumps his fist to me. 


My face comes back on the TV screen and | pump my fist 
back. 


“Let’s go!” | yell, and apparently the crowd can read lips or | 
was so loud my voice penetrated the glass. 


Suddenly the crowd cheers like crazy and then | start 
pumping both fists. 


The crowd starts jumping up and down in their seats in 
unison and it feels like the stadium Is erupting. 


“Well it looks like she has faith in him,” the announcer says. 


“Or she doesn’t want to be the reason they lose,” the other 
says. 


I’ve had enough! 


| march over to the TV and grab a chair, standing on it so | 
can press the off button. 


“Hey, we were watching that,” some guy whines. 
“It’s right there! Live!” | say pointing at the field. “Now 


cheer for the Leopards like we all should have been doing 
the entire first half.” 


l'm so angry right now and apparently the three guys see 
that and decide it’s better not to push my buttons. 


| turn back to the field and see the Jumbotron show the TV 
image which is delayed a few seconds. Apparently they’re 
showing me turning off the TV. Everyone watching the 
game now knows and I|’m ready to be absolutely ridiculed, 
but | don’t care. 


And apparently the real fans don’t either as they go 
completely berserk. 


The ball gets kicked off and | see DeAndre catch it deep in 
his own territory, but then someone makes a big block but 
DeAndre is racing up the sideline for a score! 


The camera pans back to me and I’m jumping up and down 
like the crazy woman lam. One of the guys offers me a high 
five, but I slap his hand so hard I knock him back into one of 
the seats and the crowd erupts even louder. 


The momentum has turned and the Badgers go ice cold as 
the Leopards are suddenly white hot, scoring at will it 
seems. 


Before | really know what’s happening it’s thirty-five to 
twenty-eight with forty seconds left and Brady has the ball. 


But he has to go the entire length of the field to score. 
No problem. 


He scores just as time expires, but then | realize they’re a 
point short. I’m devastated. 


“Do you think they'll go for two?” one of the guys from that 
group asks. 


| sit dejected in my chair wanting to fall onto the carpet on 
my back, but | can’t embarrass myself or Brady now. 


“The game’s over. What are you talking about?” | say. 


“Not yet. When you score a touchdown as time expires you 
get to run one play for the extra point..or you can go for 
two.” 


“For the win,” his friend says in a dramatic movie preview 
announcer style voice. 


| sit up in my chair and see that’s exactly what they’re 
doing! 


They hike the ball to Brady who fakes a pass and then runs! 


One humongous guy hits him right in his midsection, but he 
doesn’t go down. He puts his hand on his helmet “stiff 
arming” him to the ground and continues toward the end 
zone.” 


“Gol Go! Gol” | yell. 


Brady looks left and sees a guy barreling down from the side 
and another coming head on from out of the back of the end 
zone and he jumps! 


The two guys drill him simultaneously and he spins like a 
helicopter blade as his body falls to the earth with his arms 
outstretched across the goal line. 


A cannon fires and a loud leopard growl plays on the 
loudspeakers. 


“We won!” the guys yell. 


Suddenly the suite door opens and the man who escorted 
me up is standing there. 


“Miss Thomas, we need to get you to the field.” 
“What?” 


He grabs me by the arm like he’s my personal bodyguard 
and whisks me out and onto a golf cart and away | go. 
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“Where’s my good luck charm?” 


We both laugh as we lay in Brady’s bed watching the replay 
of the post-game interview. 


“I’m not answering any of your questions until you answer 
one of mine. Where’s my woman?” 


“What’s her name?” the announcer says. 


“I'll give her a proper introduction to the world when you 
bring her to me,” he says. 


We laugh again and | roll into him being careful of his ribs. 
He took a couple huge hits to win that game and although 
we're in his bed together right now there’s no way this is 
going to lead to anything adult oriented. 


And as much fun as we're having watching this replay it 
does make me pause to consider the real consequences of 
being in a relationship with Brady. 


His body takes a tremendous amount of physical abuse. 
Last week it was his legs and ankle and this week it’s his 
ribs, which we're hoping the MRI shows that they aren’t 
cracked or anything. They are probably bruised though. 


No wonder the stadium in LA. is called “The Coliseum.” 
These are real life gladiators duking it out in front of the 


kings and queens of business and politics and the townsfolk, 
if you can call Angelenos townsfolk. 


And now I’ve got a different job to do... nurture him back to 
health. 


“More chicken noodle soup?” 

“That would be great if you don’t mind,” he says. 
“Coming right up.” 

“You're the best,” he says. 


“No, you’re the best. Even the entire Internet is saying it 
right now. | think you broke it by the way.” 


“The Internet?” 

“Yep! And let’s hope that’s the only thing.” 

“I've had plenty of breaks and bumps and bruises and 
cracks and everything in-between over the years. l'Il be fine 
come Sunday.” 

“Are you sure?” | say wincing. How do these guys do it? 

And this is just week one! He has to play fifteen more 
games, plus the postseason after getting beat up like this? 


And he already took some pretty hard hits in the preseason. 


“Positive, especially with my good luck charm and her 
special healing powers,” he says puckering up. 


| lean in careful not to make contact with his body, hating 
that | can’t, and give him a kiss. 


But the time for that will come soon. Very, very soon. And 
hopefully a lot more than just a kiss. 
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“Unbelievable work, Thomas!” Mr Douglas says as | arrive at 
my desk. “In my office.” 


| walk behind him into his office. 

“Please. Take a Seat.” 

Before my butt makes contact with the leather he’s already 
asking me the question that clearly shows all he really cares 
about when it comes to me. 

“Did you get him to sign yet?” 

| pause, but this time not in a way where I’m concerned for 
my job. I’m more annoyed and after spending the night with 
a real man, Brady, | think some of his confidence wore off on 
me. 

“I have not, sir,” | say. 

“Well what are you waiting for?” he asks. 

| say nothing. Part of me interprets the question ina 
different way as in, “What am | waiting for...in order to get 
out of my chair and walk right out?” | don’t like this way of 


doing business... at all. 


“Look,” he starts over. “You’ve done a great job so far, but 
there’s going to be some damage control.” 


“Damage control?” 
“Yeah, you've seen the headlines, right?” 


“What headlines? They won the game. It was amazing. 
What else is there to know?” 


“Oh. Okay,” he says looking at me realizing | have no idea 
what he’s talking about. He grabs his phone and scrolls 
through it showing me the headlines he was referring to. 
“Small Town Girl, Big City Dreams,” one reads. 

He snatches the phone back and quickly pulls up another. 
“Undercover Lover. Ad Agency Vixen Goes Covert Land The 
Account,” this one says and it’s from the most widely read 
business site on the Internet. 

“What?” 


“Yeah, not too flattering,” he says. 


“And they’re not true! Can’t we...do something about 
them?” 


“Do what?” 
“Sue them or something.” 
“Sue them? Are you kidding? This is free publicity.” 


“Free publicity?” 


“Yeah, you know how many hits our website has gotten this 
morning already? More than we got all of last year.” 


| get a sick, disgusted feeling in the pit of my stomach. 
“Our website? You mean your website.” 

“You work here too so it’s ours, right? You’re a part of the 
team, right?” he says as he makes one of those “good job, 


buddy” type of horizontal punches in the air. 


“Yeah, I’m part of the team,” I say. “Just not this one,” | say 
standing up. 


“Where do you think you’re going?” 

“I'm done.” 

“Done? You can’t sign with a competing firm for two years. 
It’s in your contract. Don’t try and take your wonder boy 
somewhere else!” 


“My wonder boy? You make me sick!” 


“Come back. We can work this out,” he says, but it’s too 
late. 


I’m already at the elevators not even wasting a single 
second to go back to my desk and gather anything. 


The security guards try and stop me but I give them a raised 
eyebrow letting them know they’re messing with a crazy 
woman right now and they should step aside. 


The minute I’m out of the building | see photographers and | 
start running. | just want to get away from this place and all 


these people and into his arms. 


Once | make it a few blocks | duck behind a dumpster on a 
side street and dial Brady. 


Straight to voicemail. 


| wonder if he’s seen these stupid stories. He’ll know they’re 
not true, but I have to tell him anyways. 


| duck out of the alley and I’m spotted right away so | take 
off again. 


| call up an Uber and arrange a pickup a few blocks ahead so 
| can just jump in the car and be gone. 


| just want to get home and get inside so | can knock on his 
door and make him some more chicken noodle soup. 


But when | arrive at my building there are more paparazzi, 
and even reporters, which | have to duck past to get inside 
the building. 


Some guy is pushing a janitor’s mop and he drops it 
suddenly and starts snapping pics with his cellphone. 


What the hell? 


I make it to the elevator and then to our floor | run towards 
his apartment and knock hard and fast. 


| hear footsteps and when the doorknob turns I’m ready to 
throw myself into the arms of the man... 


...who is wearing a “Hoover the Mover” logo on his polo 
shirt? 


“Where’s Brady?” | ask frantically. 
“We don’t give out information about our clients,” he says. 


“But I’m his... girlfriend,” | say realizing I’ve never actually 
said it out loud. 


“Then you should know where he is, shouldn’t you?” the 
man replies. 


| reach for my phone and dial him again. 

Nothing. 

| enter my apartment and immediately look out through the 
peephole as the men carry that same bed that we were lying 
in last night and my heart sinks. 

What’s happening? 

Did he believe those stupid, phony headlines? 

Are we... finished? 

“Somebody please tell me what’s going on!” | yell, but only 


my plants are there to hear me scream as | collapse onto the 
floor. 
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| lie in bed wondering how everything spun out of control so 
quickly, 


When I woke up this morning in his arms | had it all, and now 
| have nothing. 


No man. No job. No life 


And since | quit right in Mr Douglas’s face l'Il be blacklisted 
from the other agencies in town and across the country. lIl 
be forced to move back home and everyone who doubted 
me will get exactly what they wanted. 


The chance to call me a loser and a failure. 


But the biggest failure out of all of this is | didn’t even get to 
tell my side of the story. 


On that walk and in bed I never told him what | did, at least 
not specifically | just told him advertising, which was true. 


And what was the point about talking about my job when | 
wanted to talk about him? To listen to what he wanted to 
say? To feel the feeling of love? 


And then the media blew it up into something it wasn’t and 
now he’s gone and he’s going to be just as elusive and 
impossible to track down as he was to everyone in my 
agency, but work desires were never what | had with him. 


| wanted something totally different. 


A family. His last name. A life together To be his 
everything and for him to be mine...and we were well on our 
way. 


| hear what sounds like a knock on my door and | look at my 
clock. It’s just after three in the morning. Who could be 
knocking at this hour? 


| look at my phone and check the date. Oh crap. The rent’s 
late and the landlord is a night owl. I’ve been working so 
much he probably thinks I’m trying to avoid him, but in all 
honesty | just forgot. 


As if he’s going to believe that. And telling him my head 
was in the clouds and | was over at Brady’s house last night, 
which is why he couldn't find me if he came looking, isn’t 
going to cut it. 


| hear the light knocking again and it’s time to quit feeling 
sorry for myself and put my big girl boots on. 


| throw a flannel shirt over the top of my white tank top that 
| sleep in. | don’t want him to get any ideas or to give the 
wrong impression. Then | slide into a pair of shorts and 
make my way to the door. 


Just as the knock happens for the third time | check the 
peephole, but the light’s gone out in the hallway. | guess 
he’s been standing in the same spot so long the motion 
detectors just got used to him. 


“Who is it?” | say quietly, as | don’t want to wake other 
tenants. 


“Me,” the voice says and | recognize it, but | don’t believe it. 
“Me who?” | say. 

“Brady.’ 

The paparazzi are a cruel group. They’re trying to play a 
trick on me just to get a picture and now l'm really angry. 
It’s not even my landlord. 

| storm away from the door and plop down on the couch. 
“Open up, Bunny,” | hear. 


Bunny? 


Only he calls me that name. There’s no way they figured it 
out... right? 


| move back to the door and look through the peephole 
again. 


“Brady?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Wave your arm.” 

“Huh?” 

“Towards the motion detector.” 


Suddenly the hallway lights up and | see him and it’s a race 
to get all the locks opened quick enough. 


| have the door open but then something strange happens. | 
just stand there. 


“Can | come in?” 

| look at him and all those feelings that never really went 
away just come rushing back. | felt like | had something 
taken from me and now I've got it back. 


Correction...| might get it back if | play my cards right. 


But there is no time for games. | need to be direct and 
straightforward and figure out what the heck is going on. 


“Sure,” | say stepping aside and he steps in. 
“Can we talk?” 
“Yeah. Do you want some coffee?” 


“Coffee is the last thing | need. I’m so wired from today. | 
just need to talk.” 


“About what?” | say as he settles into the chair next to the 
couch and | take the couch. 


“Js” 
“Us?” 

“Of course. | mean if that’s all right.” 

“Yes, of course,” | say still not sure where this is going. 


As an older man who’s more mature and responsible | know 
he’d be the type to show his face even if he was to break up 


with me. | just thought he’d do it sooner... if that’s indeed 
what he’s got planned for “us.” 


“| got traded today.” 

“What?” 

“My thoughts exactly.” 

“I thought this was about me being in the news.” 

“You're in the news?” 

“Yeah, you didn’t see?” 

“No. I’ve learned to never pay attention to that stuff, but | 
know this is all new to you.” An angry looks takes over his 


face, “Who was bothering you? What did they say?” 


“They thought | was only with you because | was trying to 
sign you as a client.” 


“As a client?” 

“Yeah, for the ad agency where | work.” 

“Half of this city works in advertising in one form or another 
| mean just the word ‘California’ is marketable beyond 
belief. People are trying to sell that California culture left 
right and center, including all the ‘celebrity’ stuff. And that 
includes some juicy made-up gossip story.” 


“So you believe me.” 


“Of course | believe you. And I believe in us. That’s what we 
need to talk about the trade.” 


“To where?” | ask, aS a sense of relief Comes over me in 
regards to those fabricated news stories about my motives. 
But if he’s been traded now there’s a new, huge problem 
threatening to put an end to what we have. 

“New York.” 

“New York?” 

“Yep, clear across country.” 

“Oh.” | pause “So...” 

“So I’m here to talk to you about it. To ask you about it.” 
“Okay.” 


He takes a deep breath, holds it, and then blows it out. 


“The team got offered nine draft picks for me and they’ve 
decided to take it.” 


“Nine players?” 


“Nine picks. They feel like the backup quarterback can lead 
them and they can use the picks down the road. It’s a 
record. Nobody’s ever offered more than eight and that was 
for Henry Walken, one of the greatest players ever to play so 
| have to consider it an honor.” 


“But it’s a slap in the face. | thought they wanted to go to 
the Champions Bowl this year?” 


“Did you meet Sharon in the suite?” 


| nod. 
“She’s more interested in going to fancy parties and being a 
part of the city’s social elite and their nightlife than 
winning. That’s another reason it’s good for us.” 


| nod again. 


“But most importantly,” he says leaning forward and taking 
my hands in his, “I’m going to be more focused now.” 


“More focused?” 

“On the things that matter” He pauses. “Winning is still a 
big part of my life and | want that championship more than 
almost anything in the world.” 

“Almost?” 

“Almost... because there’s one thing that | want more than 
the thing I’ve been dreaming about since | was old enough 


to throw a ball.” 


“What’s that?” | say feeling my blood pressure pick up and 
my eyes widen. 


“The thing I’ve been dream about forever. To have a family 
with the most beautiful and perfect woman in the world. 
And now I know who that is... you.” 


My body goes from hot to cold to red-hot. 


My hands stay in his as his butt slide out of the chair and his 
knee finds the floor. 


“Bunny, | know we haven’t know each other for long but | 
know you’re the one. The one and only for me. The only 
woman I've ever loved and the only woman | will ever love. 
The woman | want to spend the rest of my life with as we 
make a life together. Join me on this next chapter of our 
journey we’ve just started. Come with me to New York and | 
promise you | won't give you a bite out of the big apple... lIl 
give you the whole thing every day for the rest of our lives, 
including all the lives we’re going to make together Be my 
one and only forever. Make me the happiest man in the 
world and make me your husband, as you become my wife. 
Will you marry me?” 


Suddenly one of his hands lets go of mine and his hand 
reaches into his pocket and he pulls out a small black box. 


“| got so excited | almost forgot the most important part.” 


“The most important part is you,” | say before he can even 
get the box open. “It always has been and always will be. 
Yes! Yes! Yes!” | say and throw myself at him and into his 
arms. 


He stands lifting me up as he does and our lips meet, but 
this time we’re not just two people joined physically as one, 
we’re two people engaged to be joined in life forever. 


After a long moment he carefully lowers me into a cuddle 
type hold and sits down with me on the couch, with me on 
his lap as he opens the box and slides the sparkling 
diamond onto my finger 

“It fits perfectly,” | say. 


“You fit perfectly,” he says. “Into my life.” 


“Ohhh,” | say hugging him tight and then kissing him even 
harder. 


“Oh! I’m sorry.” 
“About what?” 
“Your ribs. | totally forgot.” 


“MRI came back negative and the doctor gave me some stuff 
so | already forgot about it.” 


“Really, that good.” 

“They've got stuff that can do wonders for your body,” he 
says. “But it’s not my body I’m interested in talking about 
right now.” 

“Oh no?” | flirt. 

“Not. At. All,” he says as he looks me up from head to toe. 
“I saw the movers moving your bed today,” | say. 

“I've got two identical ones. They took the one I had stored 
away. | told them not to touch the other one that we slept in 
last night.” 

“Really?” 


“Really and I think we should give that one another try, but 
tonight...no sleeping.” 


“No sleeping,” | say with a wink and he scoops me up in my 
arms and carries me towards the door of my apartment soon 
to enter his. 
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As he carries me into his apartment, or what once was his 
apartment, all | see is a bed in the middle of the room. It’s 
strangely exciting. A completely barren huge space with 
floor to wall glass on one side with no curtains. It must be 
the world’s largest view of the Hollywood sign with one bed 
right there in the middle of the room with a heart shape 
made of rose petals on top and do I ever feel like a star. 


Until | remember | need to tell him something. 

“Brady,” | say as he lays me down and the moonlight lights 
his eyes from the side making his face look even more 
mesmerizing than usual. 

“Yes, Bunny.” 

I smile. “I love it when you call me that.” 


“| love calling you that because | love you,” he says. 


Those are the words | wanted to hear and did they come at 
the perfect time 


“| love you,” | say and he leans in and kisses me gently on 
the lips. 


“Before... anything...this......1 just want you to know this is 
my first time and... well... I just thought you should know.” 


“As far as either of us is concerned this is our first time 
because it’s our first time together and that’s all that 
matters.” 


“But I’m not really sure how much you’re going to enjoy 
yourself. | just want you to know. _ | mean I’m excited and 
everything and | really want—” 


His index finger comes up and finds my lips silencing me. 


“Everything that you might say or do or feel is perfect and 
beautiful. Know that. And know you're beautiful body and 
your mind and even your soul is not some vessel for my own 
personal use and pleasure. It’s never going to be like that. 
As much as I know I’m going to have trouble controlling 
myself when I feel myself inside you for the first time, this 
isn’t about me finding my pleasure this is about us finding 
pleasure together | want you to be just as pleased, if not 
considerably more pleased, than | am.” 


He pauses. 


“But | know we’re going to be equally mind blow together,” 
he says putting me at ease before we even begin. They’re 
just the words | needed to hear, but he doesn’t stop there. 


“If you only knew the incredibly overwhelming desire | have 
to lick and suck and devour you not only for my own intense 
satisfaction because | want us both to get lost in the abyss 
we're about to create together | want to not only consume 
you with my tongue, my mouth, and my body, but | want to 
consume each and every sound, every twitch, every muscle 
contraction, every smell, every single part of it because it’s 
all you my Bunny.” 


“Could you be more perfect?” | ask. 


“I ask myself the same thing of you constantly and | always 
come to the same conclusion. No. You’re absolutely perfect 
just the way you are and that’s how I want you now and 
forever...just how you are.” 


He pauses. 


“And speaking of how you are, how are you? Temperature 
okay? Windows being open okay? Moonlight too much that 
you can see more than you want? Whatever you want just 
tell me and l'Il make it perfect before we begin.” 


| can’t believe the amount of empathy he’s showing me for 
my first time He’s clear this is something he wants, but he’s 
making it our moment together with a big focus on me. For 
a man who must get whatever he wants whenever he wants 
it in life it sure is refreshing and beautiful to know he can be 
the ultimate giver. 


And I’m the one to receive... at least this time. 


And just as I’m ready to begin and show him I can give just 
as well as | get he slides in and kisses me on my neck right 
underneath my ear and my body melts into the sheets and 
then my back arches sending my head sideways so he has a 
clear shot of the side of my neck and he immediately makes 
use of it kissing down the side slowly before finding my 
collarbone and lightly nibbling at it. 


“Your skin tastes sweet, just like you.” 
“And you smell like sandalwood and ambition.” 


“Ambition?” he whispers in my ear as his kisses make their 
way back up. 


“Ambition to please me and your thoughtful efforts are 
already getting noticed.” | pause. “I’m so wet.” 


“And I’m so hard,” he says lowering his body onto mine 
moving horizontally across me, just grazing enough to let 
me know he’s there until | feel the bulge in his jeans drag 
across the top of me and | can feel exactly where the head of 
his cock is including its shape and size and is it ever big. 


“Į can see,” | say. 


“That’s only feeling. Seeing comes later and we’ve got all 
night,” he says kissing me on the forehead and around and 
then down the other side of my neck, “not that I plan on 
making you, or me, wait one second longer than is 
necessary, but | don’t plan to rush through this at all. | want 
to enjoy every single moment of this and by this | mean 
you.” 


When | think of sexy talk | always imagined it a bit nastier, 
but wow | guess it’s all about who’s saying the words and 
not what they’re saying. He could read the instructions from 
a coloring book to me right now and I'd be so wet that in ten 
more minutes we’d need to change the sheets. Make that 
two minutes. Or twenty seconds. 


As he moves around my neck and collarbone area his body 
continues moving in all directions over the top of me 
causing the thin T-shirt that separates his muscles and my 
tank top to generate more friction against my already warm 
Skin. 


“You feel like you’re burning up,” he says. 


“I'm on fire for you,” | say and he takes my flannel shirt, 
which is barely on anyways at this point, and helps me slide 
out of it. 


“God, | wish you could see how beautiful you are in this 
light. The way the white light glows off your skin. The way 
the rays of the moon penetrate the light of your eyes makes 
you look like a cat in the night, but | know you’re not. You’re 
my Bunny... always.” 


| lean up and his hand slides in behind me catching my back 
and pulling my body into his. | don’t even have to work to 
stay at this forty-five degree angle as he can easily support 
the weight of my torso with just one hand while his other 
hand grabs ahold of my upper arm and then slides down my 
forearm before taking my hand in his, our fingers 
interlocking. 


“| love the way we connect,” | say. 


“We fit together like a puzzle You were the piece | never 
even knew was out there, but the minute | found you | knew 
you fit perfectly and the puzzle was solved.” 


| exhale slightly but before | can breath back in his lips are 
on mine causing my nostrils to open a bit wider as | inhale 
through my nose, trying to get enough oxygen to keep up 
with my racing heart, but failing. 


His hand releases from mine and he takes my hip before his 
hand slides around and grabs one of my globes as | press my 
ass into his hand as a throaty growl escapes him. 


“Damn your body is perfect,” he says and | kiss him harder. 


His hand comes back around sliding up my side catching the 
side of my tank top as it does, lifting it all the way up, and 
just as it’s high enough that my breast is about to fall out of 
the bottom he stops, teasing me and making me want him 
even more. 


But it doesn’t last long as his hand comes across my body as 
his mouth continues to come down on mine. When his hand 
reaches my cleavage he slides it straight up bringing my 
shirt up with it and both my breasts are freed and his mouth 
hungrily jumps from my mouth to my pebbled nipple, taking 
it in his mouth and rolling it around on the tip, and then 
front, followed by the back of his tongue and | press my 
breast harder towards his face, while he can’t seem to get 
enough of the taste of me. 


His other hand takes my tank top and raises it higher. | 
extend my hands up and over my head and | come 
completely free of it. 


Now it’s my turn. | tug at his shirt, getting it to chest level 
exposing his midsection which I’m happy to run my hands 
over, finding grooves on his abdominals | didn’t even know 
existed without the aid of Photoshop, but he’s real. One 
hundred percent real and all man. A Greek Adonis who 
plays in a modern day Roman Coliseum. 


And he’s on top of me devouring my chest before his mouth 
comes free and kisses around my breast where it connects to 
my body as his other hand clasps onto my other breast hard 
enough to let me know he’s there and he wants me badly, 
but not enough to cause the wrong kind of pain. 


| feel my breaths shorten and become more shallow as my 
need only grows higher. 


| reach for his belt, becoming frustrated when I can’t unhook 
it because his body is moving so much as his mouth 
explores seemingly every square inch of my skin above my 
waist. 


The minute | find it | free it, he straightens a leg and slides it 
out of his pants and then the other along with his underwear 
and now I can really see the enormousness of his member 
and wonder how in the world all of that is going to fit inside 
little ol’ me. 


And | can’t wait to find out, but he continues to take his 
time, grabbing my shorts and pulling them down slightly as 
if playing a game of pussy peek-a-boo, but he leaves my 
panties in place as he nuzzles his nose against the fabric 
covering my slit before inhaling deeper. 


“That’s the smell of the drink of the gods,” he says causing 
my eyes to close and my neck to roll back as the crown of 
my head finds the pillow and I arch my hips into his face. 


| feel his warm breath penetrate my cotton panties. 
“| want to taste you,” he says. “To drink from your body.” 


“Uh huh,” | moan and feel his hand slide around grabbing 
my ass and then the top of my panties slowly pulling them 
down from the back until | feel a breeze across my slit 
followed by the heat of his unobstructed breath and then his 
tongue finds my folds and | find another way of living. 
Another kind of pleasure | didn’t even know existed until 
now. | feel like I’m on a different planet as the tip of his 
tongue opens me straight up and then the back of his 
tongue slides down me before coming up again as he flicks 
my clit not once, not twice, but three times, before blowing 
on it and then taking it in his mouth lightly sucking on it 


and then working it around like it’s a maraschino cherry and 
he wants to tie the stem in a knot. 


But when | feel the inside of my thighs tighten and then 
shake | know there will be no knots or any bows on the gift 
I’m about to give him. 


“Oh my god,” I say as I fight for air “I’m. I’m,” | begin as 
something else begins and a wave washes through me and 
then crashes down in his mouth as | feel his tongue move to 
and fro cleaning me like his face is a rag wiping up my mess, 
polishing up my peach making it all new again and ready for 
another go around. 


And when he slides two fingers inside me | know that’s 
exactly what he’s doing as my eyes roll back in my head and 
my back slams against the bed. 


He moves his fingers in rhythm before finding the spot that 
pushes all my buttons and then his fingers are joined by the 
flick of his tongue again and my hips rise up to meet him as 
| ride his hand willing my middle more into his face, 
smothering him with my sex. 


| wonder if he can even breathe, because | lost my ability to 
do so long ago, or at least it seems. 


My hands come up finding his head and my grip tightens on 
the back of his scalp bringing his face even deeper into my 
middle as | hear sounds | never knew existed or that | was 
capable of producing as my pussy and his fingers and 
tongue all find a rhythm to work into an incredible harmony. 


“Ummm,” he moans and | cry out in kind. 


“Brady,” | say with more need than ever before, my tone 
letting him know I’m putty in his hands...and mouth. That 
he owns me entirely That he’s entrusted with my special 
night and is he ever delivering on a memory | will never 
forget. 


“Oh yeah,” he says his mouth coming off me slightly to utter 
two brief words but the time his lips are not connected to me 
seem like an eternity. 


But the beautiful thing about missing something is the 
gratitude and excitement you feel when you get it back and 
when his mouth comes down on me again and his fingers 
make a come hither motion everything starts to spin and my 
whole world gets flipped upside down... again. 


And again he drinks me up like a man who's been lost in the 
desert for days. 


But I’m the one who was lost all this time without him. 


And when my body finally stills and he’s assured himself 
that there’s nothing left to come out of me, at least in this 
moment, his mouth comes off me and his body slides up and 
forward looking at me like a starving, feral beast that’s just 
eaten it’s first meal in weeks. 


And his look leaves no doubt about what he’s going to take 
next. 


CHAPTER 19 


Brady 


She tasted so damn sweet and now all | can think about is 
feeling her from the inside. 


The way she was so innocent and even nervous about what 
we were going to do makes me want her even more. 


Knowing it’s her first time and that I’m the only man who will 
ever have her makes me want to roar like a lion here in what 
remains of my cave. 


She will be mine tonight and forever, and only mine. 

| slide forward. 

“Are you ready?” 

“I'm ready. | want you. | want this.” 

My cock twitches at her words and | grab it by the shaft 
rubbing the head, which is already covered in pre-cum, 
through her folds moistening the tip even more. 

| grunt as my breathing gets deeper and hollower Knowing 
l'm so damn close to entering her, just the smallest of 
thrusts would send me inside her for the first time of a 


lifetime of what will surely be millions of moments where we 
connect like this. 


“This is it. There’s no going back after | enter you. You’re 
mine and mine alone forever once | slide inside you.” 


“| know. That’s what! want. | want you inside me.” 
“Tell me how badly you want it.” 


“More than anything. | want to feel you inside me and | want 
to feel you climax inside my body.” 


“And you will when | make you climax first and cover my rod 
with your juices,” | say and she gasps. “No more waiting.” 


“No more waiting,” she repeats. 
“| just want to say one more thing.” 


“Hurry, | can’t take this much more,” she says as her hips 
start to move as she tries to will me inside but I don’t give 
her my length. 


“| love you,” | say. 


“| love you too,” she says and | take her body in my hands 
bringing her body to mine and in the process she slides 
down my rod as I enter her and begin rocking back and forth 
sending me in and out of her. 


Her eyelids flutter as she tries to keep them open as we look 
into the depth of each other’s souls. 


After waiting so long to find the one, and then finally find 
her, lovemaking may not even be the right term. It’s not 
powerful enough. 


This is next level and as we continue to gently rock together 
as one she’s able to take more of me and it takes everything 
| have not to explode inside her almost immediately. 


That’s how bad my body and mind want her. How my entire 
being wants to make a baby with this woman. How my mind 
is telling me subconsciously, on autopilot, that it’s time to 
reproduce...to make a life. And it can only be with her. 


“Right there,” she says as her hands come up and her arms 
find my shoulders as she interlocks her hands behind the 
base of my skull providing leverage for her movements. 


“Oh yeah,” she says as her hips move more aggressively in 
rhythm with mine and | feel her walls try and tighten as our 
speed increases bringing more friction, more heat, more 
passion along with it. 


“Oh Brady,” she says as | feel her walls tighten. 


“Uh... Bunny!” | say and then a split second later | feel her 
walls clamp down around my rod and her juices cover me as 
| erupt like a dormant volcano inside her, my balls drawing 
up and my cock shooting it’s seed skyward like a geyser. 


Her pussy milks me and | come again immediately, filling 
her even more and deeper as we stare into each other’s 
eyes, our mouths open but neither of us is breathing. 


“Uh. Uh. Uh,” she says and | feel another wave leave her 
and one more kick from my cock, and just when | thought 
she’d milked me there’s more. 


And | know for her there will always be more, because I’m 
never going to get enough. 


“Oh my god. That was amazing,” she says as she leans in 
and hugs me tight before pulling back and taking in the 
sight of me as I do the same to her. “Let’s do it again.” 


I smile. “I think if | haven’t actually pulled out yet there’s no 
again. There’s just continuing.” 


“Good, let’s continue then.” 


“My thoughts exactly. Let’s turn this into one long 
lovemaking session that last all night long.” 


“Until the sun comes up.” 

“Even better,” I say. “And when we're done we'll shower, l'II 
help you pack quickly and we'll head to the airport for New 
York.” 

“Just like that?” 


“Just like that. You can come back later if you need to. If 
you have too much stuff.” 


“All | need is you. When we walk out those doors tomorrow 
morning we do it together for the first and last time.” 


“Deal,” | says and lean in stopping just short of her lips and 
then | close the last inch and our lips gently touch sending 
us right back to what we were doing as our bodies begin to 
rock in rhythm once again. 

It’s gonna be an incredible night...and an incredible life. 


Together. 


EPILOGUE 


Thea 


Five months later 
“Senor Braxton?” 
“Si,” Brady says to the waiter who is wearing his jersey. 
“Oh! May I please have a picture... for my son.” 


“Of course,” Brady says and the man leans down to his 
beach chair and takes a picture with him. 


“Thank you so so much,” the man says as he places each of 
our drinks on the small tables just on the outside of our 
beach chairs. We prefer to keep the table on the outside so 
we can keep our chairs next to each other. 


“De nada,” Brady says, and the man runs off like the 
happiest guy ever. 


“For his son, huh?” | say. 
“They ask like that all the time. I’m used to it.” 
| giggle. 


“Hey, the good thing is they ask. I’m a fan of any fan of 
mine. | appreciate the support, | just didn’t expect it to be 


so overwhelming all the way down in Mexico. Even though | 
thought we wouldn’t be recognized this is pretty cool.” 


“Well, you did win the Championship Bowl. That’s only 
going to bring more attention.” 


“You mean we're going to get more attention,” he says 
rubbing my stomach. 


“Oh Brady, I’m so excited,” I say. I’m due in four months 
with our first child. A boy of course. Brady jokes that we 
should name him Braxton Braxton instead of Brady Junior. 


It’s a funny idea but no way that’s happening. 


He takes my hand in his and massages my fingers until he 
gets to my rings. “This is my good luck charm because it’s 
attached to the real good luck charm.” 


“Awww,” | say. “Thank you.” 


“Thank you for helping me to see what’s most important and 
to get to the mountain top, both in sports and in life. You 
know | don’t care what those newspapers say. Never have 
and never will. But! do know they said | was too old and 
that | lost my focus after that last game in LA. But now they 
have to write a different story But there’s a story they don’t 
know...at least not completely.” 


“What story is that?” 


“The one that goes like this...| was chasing that darn 
Championship Bowl ring all my career, but it wasn’t until | 
put a ring on my finger that | was able to get that other ring 
on my finger And now that we're married I’ve gone from 


having no rings, to having the only two rings that | ever 
wanted...that ever mattered.” 


| squeeze his hand as best | can. It’s a little difficult as his 
hand is so much bigger and my hand is in his, but | manage 
to get a hold of a few fingers. 


“It’s been an amazing five months and it all started with 
you,” he says. 


“It all started with us,” | say. 


“To us,” he says grabbing his fluorescent colored drink and | 
do the same. 


We clink glasses and take a sip. 
“What in the heck did he bring us?” 


“| don’t know, but the name sounded cute,” I laugh. “If only 
your teammates could see you now.” 


“No way my teammates are going to see me now because 
that means they would see you in a swimsuit and that’s not 
happening.” 


“I'm five months pregnant. | doubt I’m anything they would 
want to look at.” 


“Don’t be crazy. You're sexy as hell and you’re mine all 
mine.” 


“For your eyes only,” | say. 


“Just like James Bond said,” he says. 


“Well you’ll always be my very own James Bond.” 
“And you’re my one and only Bond Girl.” 


“| sure feel like one down here in this chic Mexican fishing 
village. How did you find it?” 


“Same way we got together” 
“Huh?” 
“You don’t find it. It finds you... when you're ready.” 


“You're starting to sound like a new age Spirituality guru,” | 
Say. 


“Only spirit | need is yours. IfI could bottle it up and share it 
with the world this whole planet would be a happier place.” 


“But let me guess,” | say, Knowing what’s coming next. 
“That’s right. You’re mine and only mine.” 


“A foot massage, senor?” the man says seemingly coming 
out of nowhere. 


“Maybe for the senorita?” 

Brady literally growls. “You mean the senora... my senora.” 
“Pardon, senor,” the man says and he quickly scurries away 
kicking up a bit of sand, but luckily the wind just blows it 


out to sea. 


And that’s just like any worries Brady might ever have...the 
wind can just blow them out to sea, because he knows I’m 


his and only his forever. 


And in a few more months when our son is born he'll be ours 
all ours. 


And also the child after that. And the one after that. And 
the one after... 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Thea 


Twenty-two years later 


“And now... starting as quarterback for your New York 
Nighthawks... number one draft pick...son of our 
Championship Bowl winning quarterback... let’s hear it for 
Brody Braxxxxxxxxxxton!” the announcer bellows over the 
speakers in the stadium. 


The crowd roars and | wipe a tear from my eye as | bounce 
up and down in my seat. 


| look over at Brady next to me and he’s absolutely frozen. 
His look. His body Everything. 


| lean into him and give him a hug and it brings his mind 
back to the room... or should | say earth. 


“Can you believe it? Suiting up for your old team.” 


“No, | can’t actually. It’s so surreal and I’m so proud,” he 
Says. 


“I’m proud too,” | say. 


“I'm proud of us. We raised him right and now it’s his turn to 
shine while mom and dad stay in the backdrop.” 


“Speak for yourself I’m going to be one of those obnoxious 
little league parents who yell and scream and cheer their 
kids on to the point of embarrassment. Let’s go Brody!” 


Brady smiles. “You could never embarrass our boy, you 
know that.” 


“Because you made him into a real man with real resolve, 
focus, and swagger.” 


“And because he loves you. You drove him to all those 
practices and kept our multiple fridges and freezers stocked 
with enough protein to feed a small army.” 


“We're not small,” our other son Braden says from the seat 
behind us. 


“Speak for yourself” our daughter Brianna says. 
“Yeah!” our other daughter Bailey says. 


It was such an honor for the Nighthawks owner to let us 
have his box all to ourselves today. He knew this would be 
an emotional moment for us and he was right. 


But this entire life has been like one big heartwarming 
moment. 


Even today Brady continues to be a big fixture in the world 
of professional sports and he’s still called upon to pitch 
products, but of course only the ones he truly feels 
passionate about and only after meeting the owners. 


But | love to tease him because now he’s pitching things for 
“alpha dads.” How to be a cool dad at over fifty years old, 
and is he ever still the coolest. 


And he also has a foundation for retired players that helps 
them stay in shape both mentally and physically after years 
of forced protein consumption and jarring hits to the body. 
And as part of his foundation | get to run a hot yoga studio 
for those same guys, but Brady makes sure every guy knows 
to only /isten to me and to look in the mirror... not at me. 
Brady went to the first few classes | taught and when one 
guy’s eyes wandered from the mirror to just my exposed 
ankle Brady soon had him on his back and turned him into a 
human pretzel, which was good in two ways...it gave him 
the stretch he really needed as he wasn’t pushing himself 
hard enough, and kept him, and anyone else for that matter, 
from ever looking at me to closely again. 


Which is fine by me because the only man’s eyes | want on 
me are my man’s. The only man I’ve ever been with and the 
only man who will be mine forever. 


And when Brody drops back and throws a touchdown on the 
first drive of the game, | almost fall back off my padded seat 
I’m cheering so crazily. 


“He did it!” I yell. 


“Ladies and gentlemen, please stand for a moment of history 
as with that touchdown Brady Braxton and Brody Braxton 
become the first father son combination in International 
Football League history to throw a touchdown for the same 
team.” 


The crowd goes crazy, and | would say the same but | went 
crazy along, long time ago. 


I’m crazy in love with this man and the children he gave me. 


And as | look over at him | swear I can see his eyes watering. 
“You okay,” | whisper to him as | move in close. 

“Yeah. Great. All good,” he says. 

| just smile grab a napkin and dab at his eyes. 


“What are you doing?” he asks like he’s almost offended, 
which just makes me smile even more. 


“You must have got a bug in your eye,” | say, giving him the 
easy way out. 


“Yeah, | noticed a lot of gnats on the field before the game. 
One must have got up here,” he says. 


Considering we’re in a glass-encased box in the most VIP 
part of the stadium | highly doubt that. 


But | won’t tell anyone. 


Even the biggest, baddest, football player who ever laced 
‘em up for the Nighthawks is allowed a bit of a watery eye 
when his first born child throws a touchdown pass from the 
same team and then gets crazy loud cheers from seventy 
thousand people. 


But the cheers that matter most are the five coming from 
this box, because we’re going to be there for him through 
the ups and downs. And if this start is any indication there 
are going to be a lot of ups, and that’s going to bring a lot of 
joy to a lot of fan’s faces. 


Including my brother who’s watching at home. He'll be 
flying out for the game next week though, but he won't be 


wearing his brotherin-law’s jersey this year... 

He'll be wearing his nephew’s. 

My son's. 

Because family always comes first. 

“If young Nighthawks quarterback Brody Braxton holds on 
today and gets his first win, the Nighthawks will be in first 
place in their division,” the announcer on the TV in the suite 
Says. 

But he’s missing the bigger picture. 

Brody will always be first place with us, as will all our kids, 
because no matter how many games they might win or lose 
they’ve won the one thing that matters most. 


Brady and |’s hearts. 


Our kids are our lives now and we couldn’t be more happy or 
proud. 


And that’s exactly how it’s going to be forever, no matter 
where this amazing life takes us. 


And it all started with the football next door. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: Bodyguard 
Book 34: Greek God | 








Book 36 : Moline. Man” 
Book 37: SEAL’s Justice 





Book 38: Royal Romance 
Book 39: Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 





Book 40: Crocodile Dan D 
Book 41: Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 
Book a2 boctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 





ook 43: Cop's Babysitter 
Book eTe TEN for the Cop Next Door 
Book 45: Small Town SEAL’s Saving Grace 
zak A Sons S Fake AE 












B a l 52: F “iref sce ve Profesor 
Book: 53. Soldier’ s Secret Baby 


Ook 4: Ward. s TA e Day. 


Book 5 6 : TEENA | Poli iceman 
Book 57: Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Book 58: Boss” S a een 














Book 66: F ) 
Book 67: Love ry TP i 





Book 69: Possessive Firefighter 
Book 70: Football Next Door 


NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here 0 Get on the list 


